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ACTVS PRIMVS. SCANA PRIMA. 


Enter at one doore a Funeral, a Coronet lying on the Hearſe, Scut« 
chins and Garlands hungng on the fide , attended by Gaſparo 
Trcbatzi, Dwke of Milan, Caſtruchio, Sinezi. Pioratto 
Fluello, and others at an other doore, Futer Hipolito in diſcon- 
rented apparance : Matheo a Gentleman bis friend, labouring 
to hold hun backe. 


Duke 
Ehold,yon Commet ſhewes his head againe; 
Twice hath he thus at croſle-turnes throwne on vs 
Prodigious looke>: T wice hath he troubled 
T he waters of oureyes.Sec,hee's turnde wilde; 
Goonin Godsname. 

All On afore there ho. 

Dvke Kinſmen and friends,take from your manly (ides 
Your weapons to keepe backe the deſprate boy 
From doing violence to the innocent dead. 

Hipolits I pry thee deere Matheo. 

Matheo Come, y'are mad. 

Hip: I do areſt thee murderer:ſet downe, 
Villaines ſet downe that ſorrow, tis all mine. 

Duke I do beſeech you all, for my bloods fake 
Send hence your milder ſpirits,and let wrach 
Toinein contederacie with your weapons pvints; 
It he proccedeto vexe vs,lct your ſwordes | 
Sceke out his "ark on griefe loathes words, 

All Set on. 

Hip. Setdowne the body. 

_ O my Lord? : 

are wrong: ith ou ſec ſhees dead. 
Hy: 1 ini Far: paramore 
Duke Franticke yong man, 
Wilt thou belceve theſe gentlemen? pray ſpeake: 
A 2 


B 


Thou 
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Thou dooſt abuſe my childe,and mockſt the teares 
That heere are (hed for her: If to behold 
Tho: roles withered, that fer out her cheekes: 
That paire of ſtarres that gave her body hight, 
Darkned and dim tor ever: All thoſe rivers ; 
T hat fed her veines with warme ani crimſon ſtreames, 
Frozen and dried vp: If theſe be ſign: s of death, 
Then is ſhe dead. Thou vn: cligious youth, 
Artnotaſhamde to empticall theſe eyes 
Oftunerall teares,(a debt due tothe dead,) 
As mirth is to the living:Sham'(t thou not | 
To have them ſtare on thee? harke,thou art curſt * 
Even to thy face, by thoſe that ſcarce can ſpeake, 
Hip. My Lord. 
Duke What would(ſt thou have? is ſhe not dead? 
Hip. Oh,you hakilld her by your cruelte. 
Dnke Admit had,thou killit her now againe; 
And att more ſavage then a barbarous Moore. 
Hip. Letme but kifle her pale and bloodleſlc hip, 
Dwke O fhe,fhe fie. 
Hip. Or if not touch her,let me louke on her. 
Math, As you regard your honour. 
Hip. Honour!ſmoake. 
Math. Orif youlov'de hirliving,ſpare hernow. 
Duke I,wcll done lir,you play th: gentleman: 
Steale hence:tis nobly done:away: Ile ioyne 
My force to yours,to [top this violent torment: G 
Paſlc on. Exennt with funcrall. 
Hip. Mathee, thou dooſt wound me more. 
Math. I give you phiſicke noble fniend;,not wounds, 
Duke Oh well faid,well done, atrue gentleman: 
Alacke, I know the ſea of lovers rage 
Come: ruſhing with ſo ſtrong a tide:it beates 
And beares downe all reſpets of life,of honour, 
Offiiends,of foes, forget her gallant youth. 
Hp. Forgether? 
Dake Na,na,be butpatient: 
For why dcaths hand hath ſucd a ſtriftdivoile] 


T wixt © 
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T wixt her and thee:whats beautic buta coarſe? 
What butfaire ſand-dult are carths pureſt formes: 
Queenes bodies are but trunckes to put in wormes. 

Mathes Speake no more ſentences, my good lord, but flip 
hence you ſee they are but fits, ile rule him 1 warrant ve. I, ſo, 
treade gingerly, your Grace is heere ſomewhat too long alrea- 
dy. Sbloud the jeaſt were now, if having tane ſome knockes 
o th pate already, he ſhould get looſe againe, and like a madde 
Oxe,tolle my new blacke cloakes into the kennel). I muſt hu- 
mour his lord(hip: my lord Hipe{ito, is itip your ſtomacke to 

octo dinner? 

Hipelito Where is the body? 

Matheo- The body, as the Duke ſpake very wiſcly,is gone 
to be wormd. 

Hipolito I cannot reſt, ile meete it atnext turne, 

Ilefee how my love lookes, Matheo holds him ins armes 

Mathes How your love lookes? worſe than a ſcarre-crowe, 
wraſtle not with me: the great felow gives the fall for a duckat, 

Hipelits 1 ſhall forget my ſclfe. 

Mathzo Pray do lo, leave your ſelfe behinde your (clfe,and 
go whither you will . Stoote due you long to have baſe roags 
that maintainea ſaint Anthomes fire in their noſes {by nothing 
buttwo peny Ale)make ballads of you? if the Duke had but fo 
much mettle in him, a: is in 4 coblers awle, he woud ha brene a 
vextthing:he and his traine had blowne you vp, but that ctheic 
powlder haz taken the wet of cowards : youle bleed three pot= 
tles of Aligant, by this light, if yo.ufollow em, and thea wee 
ſhall have a hole made in a wrong place, to have Surgeons roll 
thee vp like a babie in {wadling clowts, 

Hipoluo What day 13 today, Matheo? 

Mathco Yea mary, this is an caſic qteſtion : why today is, 
let me {.e, thurſeday. Hyupoelo Oh, thurſeday. 

Math.co Heeres acoile for a dead commoditie, sfootewo- 
men when they are alive are but d:ad commodities, for you 
fhall have one woman he ypon many mens hands, 

Hipoluo She died on monday then, 

Mathzo And thats the moſt v1 Lunous day of all the weeke 


todicin:and ſhe was wel,andeate a meſle of iyater-grewel on 
| A 3 monday 
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monday morning. 

Hipolito I, it cannot be, 

Such a bright taper ſhould burne out ſo ſoone. 

Mathxzo O yes my Lord,fo ſoone: why I ha knowne thern, 
that at dinner have bin aſwell,and had ſo much health, that they 
were glad topledgeit, yet before three a clocke have bin found 
dcad drunke. 

Hiipolito On thurſeday buried! and on nionday died, 
Quicke haſte birlady: ſure her winding ſheete 
W as laide out fore her bodie, and the wormes 
That now muſt feaſt with her, were cven beſpoke, 

And ſolemncly invited like ſtrange gueſts. 

Matheo Strange feeders they arc indeede my lord, and fike 
your jcaſter or, yong Courticr, will enter vpon any mans tren- 
cher without bidding. 

Hipohito Curſt be that day for ever that robd her 
Of breath, and meof bliſſe, hencefoorth let it ſtand 
Yithin the Wizardes booke(the kalendar) 

Markt with a marginall finger, to be choſen 

By theeves,by villanes, and blacke murderers, 

As the beſt day for them to labour in. 

Ifhencefoorth this adilterovs bawdy world p : 
Be got with childe with treaſon, ſacrilege, 
Atheiſme,rapcs, treacherous friendſhip,periurie, 

Slaunder, (the beggars ſinne) lies, (ſine of fooles) 

Or anie other damnd impietics, 

On XMendaylet em be delivered: 

T {weareto thee Mathzo, by my ſoule, 

Heereafter weckely on that day ile glew 

Mine cie-l1ds downe, becauſe they ſhall not gaze 

On any female cheeke . And being lockt vp ef 
In my cloſe chamber, there ile meditate b 
On nothing but my Infefices end, 

Or on 4 dead mins {cull drawe ont mine owne. 

'Marhao Yo;le doe all theſe good workes now every mon- 
day becauſe1tisſo bad : butI hope vppon tueſday morning 1 
ſhalltake you with a wench. 

Hipolito Itever whilſt fraile bloud through my veins _ 

a 
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On womans beames I throw affeQion, 

Save her thats dead : orthat Ilooſely flic 

To'th ſhoare of any other wafting cie, 

Let menotproſper heaven. I will be true, 

| Even to her duſt and aſhes: could her tombe 
Stand whilſt Tlivde, fo long thatit mightrot, 

Thot ſhould fall downe, but ſhe bene re forgot. 

Matheo It you have this ſtrange monſter, Honeſtie, in 
your belly,why fo Iig-makers andchroniclers ſhall picke ſom- 
thing out of you : but and 11 ſmell not you and a bawdy houſe 
out within theſe tenne daies, let my noſe be as bigge as an En- 

liſh bag-pudding: le followe your lord(hip, thoughit be to 
e place aforenamecd. Exennt, 


Enter Fuſtigo im/ſome fantaſtike Sea-ſnite at one 
doore, a Porter meets him at another. 

Fuft. How now porter,will ſhe come? 

Porter If I may truft a woman fir, (he will come. 

Fauſt. T heres for thy paines, godamercy, if ever I ſtand in 
 needeof a wench thatwill come with a wet finger, Porter,thou 

ſha't earne my mony before anic Clariſſimom Millane ; yet fo 
god (a mee ſhees mine owne fiſter body and ſoule, as I am a 
chriſtian Gentlemanz farewell, ile ponder till hee come: thou 
haſt binno bawdein fetching this woman, l aſlure chee. 

_ No matterif I had fir, better menthan Porters are 
bawd-s. 

Fuſt. O God fir, manie that have borne offices. But Por. 
ter, art ſure thou wentſt into a true houſe? 

Porter | thinke fo, for I met withno thieves. 

Fuſt. Nay = _ ſure it was my ſiſter /19/a. ES 

Porter | gmfure by all ſuperſcriptions it was rtie you 

Fuſt. Netvery tall, > Sat (phered, 

Porter Nor very lowe, a midling woman, 

Fuft. T was ſhe faith, twas ſhe, a prettic plumpe cheeke like 

Porter Ata bluſh, alle very much like you. (mine. 

Fufl. Gods ſo, I woud not for aduckat ſhe had kickt vp big 
heeles, for I ha ſpent anabomination this voyage, marie 


didit amonglt Gailers and gentlemen * theres alittle modicum 
more 
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more porter for making thee ſtay, farewell honeſt porter. 
Forter 1amin your debt fir, God preſerve you. Ext. 
Enter Viola. 

Fs. Not ſo neither, good porter,gods lid, yonder ſhe coms. 
Siſter /70la, I am glad to ſee you ſtirring:ts newes to have mee 
hcere,iſt nocfiſter? 

Viola Yes truſt me: I wondred who ſhould be ſo bolde to 
ſcnd forme, you are welcome to ular brother. 

Fuft. Troth ſiſter ] heard you were warnicd to averierich 
chuffe, and I was vety foriefor it, that I had no better clothes, 
and chat made me ſend : for you knowe wee Millanerslove to 
ſtiv: vpon Spaniſh leather. And how does all our friends? 

Fiela Very wellz you ha travelled enovgh now, I trowe,to 
ſowe your wilde oates, 

Fuſt. A pox on em; wilde oates, Iha not an oate to throw 
at a horſe, treth ſiſter ] ha ſowde my oates, and reapt 200, 
duckats it I had em, heere,mary I muſt :;nrreate you to lend me 
ſowethirty or forty till the ſhip come, by this hand ile diſcharge 
at my day, by thi; hand. 

Viola T heſc are your ode oaths. 

Fujt. Why ſiſter, doe you thinke ile forſweare my hand? 

Viola Well, well, you ſhall have them : put your ſelfe inte 
better faſhion, becauſe I muſt imploy you in aſcrious matter. 

Fuft. Ile ſweate like a horſeif I like the matter. 

Uiola You hacaſt off all your olde ſwaggering humours. 

Feſt. I had not ſailde aleaguein that great filh-pond (the 
{ea) but I caſt vp my very gall. 

Viola 1 amthe more ſory, for I muſt imploy a true ſwagge- 
rer. 

Fuſt. Nay by this yron Gſter,they (hall finde Iam powlder 
and touch- box, if they put fire once into me. . 

Uiela Then lend me your eares. 

Fufl. Mineeares are yours deere fliſter. 

Uie/a 1am married to a man that haz wealth enough, and 
wit evough. | 

Fuſt. Alinnen Draper T was tolde fifter, 

Viola Very tive , a grave Cittizenz I want nothing thata 

wife can wiſh from a husband : bur hectes the ſpite ,, hee haz 
; not 
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aot all ings my toaman; | va 

: Puſle Gods my a very. mandrake,or elſe (God blefſe 
vs,) onea theſe whiblins, and thats worſe, and then all the chil- 
drenthat he'gets lawfully of your body lifter, arc baſtards by 
aſtatute. | 

Vis). O you runne over me too faſt brother;T haye heard it 
oftenſaid that he who-cannot be angry, is no man. I am ſure 
my husband is a man in print, forall things elſe, ſave oneſy in 
this,no can move him. 

Fuſft. Slid, would he had beene at ſca with vs, hee ſhould ha 
beene moyde and movde agen, for He be ſwornela, our drun- 
ken ſhip-reeld: like a Dutchman. | 

Viola No lofle of can inc:eaſe in him a wrinckle, no 
crabbed language his countenance ſowre,the ſtubburn. 
nes of no ſervant ſhake him, he haz no more gall in him than a 
Dove,no more ſting thanan'Ant: Mufitiah will he riever bee, 
(yet I finde much mufickeinhim,) but he foves nofrets, and is 
KT were , that many vnics 1 am readic to bite off my 
tongue, becauſe it wants that vertue whichall womens tongues 
have(to anger their husbands:) Brother,mine can by nothuns+ 
der turne him into a ſharpenes. 

Faſt: Belike his blood ſifter,is well brewd then. 

Vila 1 proteſt to thee Faſtigo, Ilove him molt affeRi- 
onately , but I know not——— I ha ſuch a tickling with. 
_ mee ———- ſuch a ſtrange longing nay , vcnlie I doo 

nNT,-- 
Fftie Then yare with childe fifter ; by all fignes and 
tokensz nay ; Faw partly a Phiſitian, and partly ſomething 
elſe . I ha read eMNberrs HMagwar, and eAriftotles em- 
blemes. | a | 

Uiela Y'are wide ath bow hand ſtill brother : my longings 
are not wanton, but wayward: I long to have thy patient hus- 
IO Porcupine, to theintent, the briftling 
_ may ſticl:e about his lips like a flemiſh muſtacho, and be 

otat mee: T ſhall beleaticr then thenew Moone, vnleſle I 


can make hich horne' wad. = 5 | 
- 1Fufle Sfooke halfe a qiarter of an houre docs that:make hin 
acuckold. 2932) 1td $33.48 26h 3 19 
Cat B Viola 


eat Tilgs 


Wife: Puh,he would countfucha cutnowolatidenes. 
Fuft, The honeſter Cittizen hey then make him drunke and 
cut oft his beard. | | 

Wife Fie, fie, idle, idle, hee's no French-man to fret at the 
loſſe of alittle ſcalde haire. No brother, thus it ſhal be, yow muſt 
be ſecret. | | 4 cir . 

Fu: Asyour Mid-wifc I proteſt Giſter,or a Barber-ſurgeon, 
I17ife Repaire to the Tortoys heere in S. Chriſtopher: [trecte, 
I will ſend you mony;turne your ſelfe into a brave man:inſteed 
ofthe armes of your miſtris, let your ſword and your mulitatic 
{carfe hang about your necke, 
SF L muſt have a great Hotſe-mans French feather tos 
; cr, 

IVife O, by any meanes to ſhew-your light head, elſe your 
hat will fitlice a coxcombe : to be briefe, you mult becia all 
points a moſt texrible wide-mouth'd ſwaggerer. 

Fuſft: Nay, forſwaggering points let-me alone; 34 

Wife Reſort then to our ſhop,&(in my husbands preſence) 
kiſle me,ſnatch rings,jewells,or any thing, ſo you give it backe 
agen brother in ſecret. | | 

Fuſl: By this hand ſiſter, | 

Wife Sweare as if you caive bud new from: knight- 


mg. 
oF) Nay,ile ſweare after 400. ayeare. | 
- Wife Swagger worle then a Licvetenantamong freſh water 
fouldiers, call me your Tove, your ynglc,your coolen, or ſoz but 
fiſtcr atno hand. | fT- ntl 
Fufl: No,no, it ſhall be cooſen or rather cuz, thats the gul- - 
lng word betweene the Cittizcns wives and their.mad-caps, 
tharmanem to the gardenz to call you one a my naunts ſiſter, 
were as good as call you arrant whoore :no, no,let we alone to 
coſcn you rarely. | 
wife H'az heard Þ have a brother, but never ſaw him, there« 
fore put on agoed face. 
Fuſt: L's beſtin awe camaro - if W 
Wife Take vp wares, but pay nothing,nfle ome,my 
pockct,my purſe,the boxes for mony to dice with alhbut eo. 
ther,you mult give all backe agen in ſecret. $19. 
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Fuftiges By this welkin/chut heere roarer Trill, 'or elle 
let mee never know what a ſecretis : why fifter do you thinke 
He cunni-catch you, when you are my coofen , Gods my life, 
then I werea ſtake Aﬀſe3 if Ifrer oot has guts, begge me for s 
foole. 

1/ife Be circumſpeR,and doſo then,farcwell. | 

Fuft: The Tortoy: lifter! Ile ſtay there;fortie duckats. Exir. 

Wife Thither Ile ſend:this law can none deny, 


wy muſt on their ,or they die. Exe. 
Far op ne, wake two ſervants, 
Pan. wa none. do enter,locke the doores; 


And arm ew your cies and cares receave, 
Vpon your lives truſt not the gadding. aire: 
Tocarrie the lealt part of it,the glaſle,the houre«glaſle, 

Doftor Heere my Lord, 

Duke Ah,tis meere ſpent. 
But Dodtor Bewedit?,does your Art e truth? 
Art ſure the WI L 
And leave the Chriſtall banks ofher white body 
(Pure as they were at firſt, )iuſt at the houre? 

Deftor Juſt at the houremy Lord. _, 

Dake Vancurtaine her. ] 
Softly, ſee Door what a coldiſh heate | 
Spreades over all her bodie. . _- 
Thevic pint tharby aflerpie chame = ©. 

vita ts that by a c 

Were bound vp faſt and - >. icie ruſt 
On her exterior parts,now ginto breakce: 
Troublc hernot ivy Lord, 

Duke Someflaoles,you calld 
For muficke,did you nar'Oh hot ſpeakes, 
Ir ſpeaktcs; watch firs beriwaking;notethole ſands, 
DoRtor fit downe;A/Dukedome that ſhould wey | 
Minc ownedowne ——_— into one ſcale, 
Making: Fear Lamar Fi "Au 

e weight gh ypſhoudoo at (army 
ha her i'th totherueereber ſtatemore light , 
Thaa bers, who makeza dowrie vp with almes. 

B 2 Dodtor 
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DoRor Ile ſtarve her on the Appenine 
Ere he ſhall marry her: 1 be $095" 
Fipolitois nobly borne,a manz 
Did not mine enemies blood boile in his veines, 
Whom I would court to be my ſonnein law? 
But Princes whoſe high ſpleenes for empery ſivell, 
Are not with caſte Arte madeparalell. 
2 Ser. Shewakesmy Lord, Dake Looke Door Bened#. 
I charge you on your lives maintaine for truth, 
What erethe DoQor or my ſelfe averre, 
For you ſhall bearc her hence to Bergamo, 
Inf: Oh God,whatfearefull dreames? 
Dottor Lady. Inf. Ha. 
Duke Girle. 
Why I«f«lica,how iſt now, ha,ſpeake? 
Inf. I'me well,what wakes this Door heere?I'me well, 
'Duke Thou wert not ſo even now, ſicknes pale hand 
Laid hold en thee eveninthe midlt of feaſtin 
And when a cup crownde with thy levers health 
Had toucht thy lips,a ſenc1ble cold dew 
Stood on thy cheekes,as if that death had wept 
Toſee ſuch beautie altcr. | 
Inf. Iremember 
Iſate at banquet, butfelt ne ſuch change. 
Dwke Thou haſt forgot then how a meſſenger 
Came wildcly in with this vaſavorie newes, 
T hat he was dead. 
Inf. What mcſſengertwhoes dead? | 
Duke Hipolito,alacke,wringnot thy hands. 
Inf. I faw no meſſenger, heard no ſuchneyes. 
Deflor Truſt me youdid (wente Lady. ” |: 
Duke Layounow. 2 Ser. Yes indeede Madarn, 
Duke La younow.tis well, good knaves., JR 
Inf. You haſlaine him, and nowyoulke murder me. 
Duke Good Infelice vexe not thus thy (elfe, 
Ofthis the bad report before did ſtrike | 
So coldly to thy heart, that the ſwiftcurrents 


Of lifewere all frozen vp. T, 


"M 
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of. Itisvntrue, -: ; v 
Tis moſt vntrue,O moſt Eo faberr 
Duke And we had muchtodo FF beſt cunning, 
To fetch life backe a 
Doftor Moſt certaine Lady. 
Duke Why la you now,you'le not beleeve me; friends, 
Sweate we na alhad we wenot much to do? 
2 Serv. Yes indeede my Lord,much. 
Duke Death drew ſuch piRtures in thy face, 
That were Hipoluo alive agen, 
I'de kneele'and woo the gentleman] 
To bethy husband: :now I fore repent 
My ſharpenes to him,and his family; 
Nay,do not weepe for him,we all muft ber 
DoRor,this place where ſheſo oft hath ſcene 
His —_ Ya I—Es ; does it not? 
oubtleſſe my Lord it does. 
_ It does,it does: 
Therefore ſweete girle thou ſhale to Bergamo 
Inf. Even where you will, in any place theres woe. 
: Dake Acoach is readie, Bergamo doth ſtand 
In a moſt wholeſome aire,ſweete walkes, theres diere, 
I,thou ſhalt hunt and ſend vs veniſon, 5 
Which like ſome goddeſſeinthe Ciprian groves, 
Thine owne faire ſhall ſtrike; firs, you ſhall teach her 
To ſtand;and how to ſhoote, [,the ſhall hunt: 
Caſt off-chis forrrow.In girle,and prepare 
This night to ride awayto B 7 
. inf, Omoſt nw, £x#. 
Duke Follow her cloſe. | 
No wordsthat ſhe was buricd on your lives, 
Or that her ou walkes now fine ſhees deadz 
Ile bang you if you namea funeral. 
I, _ lie Greeke my Lord,crelI ſpeaks that dead- 
y wor 


2 Ser. Andie ren TED Greek. 
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Vpon hisnaweand death,O would twere true, - / 

Deflor It may my Latd.: won: £3,592 

Duke May/how:Lwuhlhis death. + 

Defter And you way have your wilh;fay but the word, 
Anditis a ſlrong Spell to rip vp his grave: 

I have good knowiedge with Hypotres 
He calls me friend.ile creepe into his boſome, 
And ſting him there to deathzpoiſon can doo'e. 

Duke Performe it; ile create thee balfe mine heire. 

Deflor It (hall be done,although the fat befowle. 

Duke Greatnes hides fin,the guilt vpon my ſoule. Exexne. 

Enter Caſtruchio,Pioratto,end Flucllo. | 

Caſt: Signior Pioratto,ignior Flnello,ſhalls be merrie?ſhalls 
play the wags now? 

Fls: 1,any thing that way beget the childe of laughter. 

Caſt: Truth I baveaprettie ſportive conceit new crept into 
my braine, will move excelientmirth. the: (le? 

Pio: Let's ha't, let's ha't, and where ſhall the ſceane of mirch 

Caft. Atſignior Candidres houſe, rhe patient man; nay, the 
monſtrous patient man; they ſay his blood is immoveable, that 
he haz taken all patience from a wan, and all conſtancie from 
a woman. 

Flug That makes ſo many whores nowadaies, 

Caſt: 1,and ſo many knaves too. 

Pio: Well fir. 

Ceft: To condude, thereport goes, hee'sſo milde, fo affa- 
ble, ſo ſuffering, thatnothing mdcede can move him : nowdo 
but thinke what ſport it will be to make this fellow (the mirror 
of patience) as angry, as vext, andazmadde as an Engliſhcuc- 


kolde. Is 
Flu. O,twere admirable mirth,that: but how'witbe dode 
fignior? yr == TPHRT 'toue 00 ye ch+ ©? 


Caft: Let me alone, Thave ati athing, a de- 
viſe will ſting kw ytaith;f le have but a:chimblefull of blood 
m'sbelly,or a _ not ſa big as ataverne token. ..1' 1 / 
. Pio: Thabflicre him? thaw oovehitna? thotanger him? 


alas, I know higapprooveEtetpert thouvexs hit? why hee 
haz a paiience above mans inuries3.chou tail (donerraſca 
ſ: 4 7 p | 
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plerncinan nglghan nn humour imbic rmbyil give 


intancefor u. This perd lignior {ardido 
= a time invited home to dk enna —_— 
lords of curious taſte, and no allats, conjuring his wifc 


of all loycs,to prepare cheere ficting for ſuch honourable tren- 
cher-men. She (juſt of a womans nature, covetous to try the 
vttermolt of vexation , and thinking ar laſt to getthe ſtarteof 
his humour,) willingly negleted the preparation, and became 
vnfurniſht,not onely ofdaintie, but of ordinanie diſhes. He(ac+ 
cording to the mildenefle of his breaſt,) encertained the lords, 
and with courtly diſcourl ded the time {as much as a Cit- 
tizen might do:) Toconclude, they were hungry Jordes, for 
there came no meate in; their ſtomacks were plainely gulld, 
and theircecth deluded, and(;f auger-could have (eizg a man,) 
there was matter enough. yfaith. to vexe any Cictzenin the 
world, if he werenot too-much made a foole by his wife, 

Ele: ], doſwace fgr tisfoote,had it becne my caſe, I ſhould 
ha ped chemrn, with wy wife, and family,: firſt I would 

lole 


ted the men, [ſtcwdthe maides, and bak't the wititreſle, 
rved then in; 
Pio: Why t'would ha temptcdany blood but his, 
And thou to vexe himfthou to anger him | 
Wuh ſomepoore ſhallow jeſt? . | 
Caft: Sblood ſignior Proratto,(you that diſparage my-con-. 
ecit,) ile wage a hundred duckats vppon the bead on't, that it 
- mooves him, frets him,and galicshim.. 
- Pix: Donetis a lay,ioynegolls on't;witnes (igniar Flue/ts, 
. Caſt: Wirnes,tis done: po red often n = 
Com>-,follow me;the houſe isnot-farre off, 
Ne thruſt him from his humour, vex his breaſt, 


And win a hundred duckats by one jeſt. Exenst. 
Enter Candidocs wife, George,and twopr envi * 7 
in the ſhoppe. | 3 


Fife Conae,you put vp your waresingoodorder heere,do 
you not thiake ou _oes pecce OE thatway, 
you had necde have a patient maſter indeede. = 
OY George 


George 1, ile be ſwornefor wehave a curftmiſits, ' | 
wt You mumble,do youmumble?f would yonr maiſter 
or I could bee a note more angry : for two patient folkes ma 
houle,fpoile all the ſervants that ever ſhall come vnder them. 
x _— You patient1 I, ſo is the diyell when he is horne- 
madde. ; | : 


Fnter Caſtruchio,Flucllo,ond Pioratto. 


All three Gentlemen, what do you lacke?whatiſt you buy? 
Seefine hollands, fine cambrickes, fine lawnes. 

George Whatift you lacke?. 

2 Fren. Whatiſt you buy?” 

Caft.. Wheres ſignior Candido thy maſter? (preſcatly. 

George Fath ſignior hees a little negotiated, hee'le appeare 

{ aſt. Fellow,lets fee alawne,a choiſc one farra. 

George The beſt inall Afi/lay Gentlemen, and this isthe 

ce. ] can fit you Gentlemen with fine callicocs too for di1be 

ts,the onely ſweete faſhion now, moſt delicate and courcly, # 
meeke gentle callico,cut ypon two double affable taffatacs, ab, 
molt neate,feate,and ynmatchable. 00 

Fla. A notable-voluble tongde villaine. + | 

Pio. I warrant this fellow was never begot withoue much 
prating. | $ 

{aft. What;and is this the ſaiſt thou? ' 
George 1, and the pureſt ſhe thatever you fingerd ſince you 
werea gentlemantlooke howeven ſhe is;looke how cleane the 
is,ha,as even as the brow of Cinthia , and as cleane as your ſons 
and heires when they haſpent all. KITE 

Caſt. Puh,thoutalkſt,pox on't tis oy 

George How? is ſhe rough? hutif you bid pox on't fir,t'will 
take —_— roughnes preſently. 

Fle.” Ha fignior;haz hefinted your Prench curſe? 

George Looke you Gentleman, hecres another, compare 
them I pray, compara Virgilium cum Homero, compare virgins 
with hots 7 , HIG q y 

' (oft. Puh,Iha ſcene better; and as you termethern, evenet 
and cleangr. abt Oh ls $505 1424.8 HOY 
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cor, You may (ee further for your mind, but truſt me 
you ſhall not find better for your body. Enter Candide, 
" Caſt, Oherehecomes, lets make as tho wepaſle, 
Come,come,weele try in ſome other ſhop. 
Cand, How now ? what's the matter ? 
Geor. The gentlemen find fault with tlus lawne, fall out 
with it,and without a cauſe too, 
Cand Without a caule! 
And that makes you to let'empaſle away, 
Ah, mayl craue a word with you gentlemen? 
Fla. Hecalls vs. 
Caſt. Makes the better for the ielt. 
Cand. [pray comeneare,-y are very welcome gallants, 
Pray pardon my mans rudeneſle, for / feareme 
Ha's talkt aboue a prentice with you, .Lawnes ! 
L ooke you kind gentlemen-this! no : I this; 
Take this vpon my honelt-dealing faith, 
To be a true weaue,not too hard, nor ſlack, 
But eene as farre from falſhood, as from black, 
Caſt. Well, how doe you rate it? 
Cand, Very conſcionably,18.5a yard, 
Caſt, That's too deare: how niany yards does the whole 
piece containe thinke you ? 
(and, Why, ſome 17, yardes 7 thinke, or there abouts, 
How much would ferue your turne? Ipray, 
Caſt. Why let me ſee-wouldit were better too, 
Cand. Truth, tis the beſt in Afil/an at fewe words, 
Caſt. Welliletme hauethen-a whole penny «worth. 
{axd, Ha,hazyare a merry gentleman. . 
Caſt, A pennorth /ſay. 
Cand, Ot lawne! 
{aft Oflawne?/of lawne,a pennorth,ſblood doſt not 
heare?a whole pennorth,are you deaffe? 
Cand, Deafte? no Syr:but 7 mult tell you, 
Our wares doe {eldome meete ſuch cuſtomers. 
(«f, Nay, and youand your lawnes be ſo ſquemiſh, 
Fare you well, 
Cand. Pray ſtay,a word, pray Signior; for what purpoſe 
i51t 7 beſcech you? | 
C Caf” 


\ ww. 
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Caſt. Sblood,whats thatto you: /le have a penny-worth. 
Ca». Apenny-worth! why you ſhall : Zle ſerve you 
2, Pren, Sfoot, a penny-worth miſtris! (preſently, 
AMift. A penny-worth! call you theſe Gentlemen? 

Caft. No,no: notthere, 

Can. What then kinde Gentle-man? what at this corner 

Caſt, Nonor there neither, (here? 
Tle haueit wt in the middle, or els not, 

Cas. Tuſt in the middle : -ha- you ſhall too : what? 
Haue you a fingle penny? 

(ft. Yes, heeres one. Can. Lend it me 7pray. 

Fle. Anexlentfollowedieſt, 

Wife. What will he ſpoile the Lawne now? 

({4n, Patience, good wife, 

Wife, I, that patience makes a foole of you: Gentlemen, 
you might ha-found ſome other Citizen to haue made a 
kjnd gull on, beſides my husband, 

Ca», Pray Gentlemen take her to be a woman, 
Do not regard her language. --O kinde ſoulc: 
Such words will driue away my cuſtomers, 
Wife, Cuſtomers with a murre: call you theſe cuſtomers? 
Can, Patience, good wife. Wife.Pax, a your patience, 
Geor, Sfoot miſtris, I warrant theſe are ſome cheating 
companions, 

Cas. Looke you Gentleman theres your ware, I thank 
you, Ihaue your mony; heare, pray know my ſhop, pray 
let me haue your cuſtome. 

Wife, Cuſtome quoth a, 
Car.Let me take more of your money, 

Wife. Y ou had necd fo, 

Pio. Harke in thine eare, thaſt loſt an hundred duckets. 

Caſt. Well, well, /knowt: iſt poſhible that Homo, 
Should be nor man,nor woman : not once mooud; 

No not at{uch an iniurijegnot at all! 
Sure hees a pigeon, for he has no gall. 

Fla. Come,come,y'are angry tho you {mother it : 

Yare vext ifaith, -confeſle. (an, Why Gentle-men 
Should you conceit me to be vext or moou'd? 


He 
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He has my ware, I haue his money fort, 

And thats go Argument | am angry :no, 

The beſt Logitian can not proueme ſo, 

Flu. oh, but the hatefull name of a pennyworth of lawne, 

And then cut out, ith middle of the peece: 

Pah, I guelle it by my ſelte, would moue a Lambe | 

Were he a Lynnen-draper -twould faith. 

Cen. Well, give me leaue to anſwere you for that, 

Were ſet hecte to pleaſe all cuſtomers, 

Their humours and their fancies: -cftend none: 

We get bymany, if we leeſe by one, 

May be his minde {tood to no more then that, 

A penworth ſerues him, and monglt trades tis 
D-ny a pennorth,it may croſle apound, (found, 

Oh, he that meanesto thriue with patient eye, 

Muſt pleaſe the diuell,if he cometo buy, 
Flu. O wondrous man,patient boue wrong or woe, 
How blcſt were men, 1f women could be ſo. 
Can. And to expreſſc how wellmy+breſtis pleaſde, 
And ſatisfied in all: -George. fill a beaker. Exit Georges 
le erinke vnto that Gentleman, who lately 
Beſtowed his mony with me, Wife. Gods my life, 
We ſhall have all our gaines drunke out in beakers, 
To makeamendsfor pennyworths of lawne. Enter Georg, 
Can. Here wife, begin you tothe Gentleman. 
Wife, | begin to him. Can,George,filt vp againe: 
Twas my faule,my hand ſhooke. Exit George, 
Pw. How ſlrangely this doth howe? 
A patient man linkt with a waſpiſh ſhrowe. 

.Fls. A ſilver and gilt beaker: I haueatricke to worke yp*+ 
onthat beaker,ſure twil fret him,it cannot chooſe but vexe 
him. Seig.Caſtrwchio,in pittic to thee, { have a c5ceit,wil ſave 
thy 100+ Duckets yet,twil doot, & work him to impatience. 

Cafe. Sweet Fixello, | ſhould be bountiful to that conccits 
Flu. Well tis enough. Emer George. 
Can. Here Gentleman to yon, 
] wyſh your cuſtome,yare exceeding welcome. 
Caft, [ pledze you Seig.Candids ,-heere you,that muſt re* 
exiued 1009. Duccats, C 2 Pie, 


= wx 
i EOEIES" 


THE HONESTWHORE, 


Pior, Ile pledge them deepe yfaith Caſiruchto, 
Signior Fluel(o? p 
Flu. Come: play't off;to me, 
Lamyour laſt man, 
Cand. George ſupply the cup. 
Flu. So,fo,z200d honeſt George, 

Here S12nior Candide,all this to you. 

Cand, Oh you muſt pardon meg] vle itnot. 
Flu. Wi'lyou notpledge me then? 
Cand, Yes,butnorthat: 
Great loueis ſhownein little, 
Fls, Blurton your ſentences, -Sfoot you ſhall pledge 
mee all. 
{and, Tndeed Tſhall not. (then, 
Flu. Not pledge me? Sblood, Ile cary away the beaker 
Cand, Thebeaker! Oh! that at your pleaſure fir, 
Fla, Now by this drinke I will. 
Caſi. Vledgehimyheele do't elſe. 
Flu, So:Tha done you right, on my thumbe naile, 
What will you pledge menow? 
Cand, You know me ſyr,7am not of that ſin, 
Flz. . Why then farewell: 
He beare away the beaker by this light. 
Cary, Thats as you pleaſe,tis very good, 
Flu. Nay itdoth pleaſe me, $& as you ſaytis a very good 

Farewell Signior Candzas. (one: 
Pio, Farewell Candiao. 

(and, Y'are welcome gentlemen, 
Caſt. Heartnot mou'd' yet? 

Ithinke his patience is aboue our wit, (Exeunt, 
Geor. Ttold you before miſtreſle, they were all chraters, 
Wife Why foole, why husband, why madman, I hope 

you will not let'em ſneake away ſo with a filuer and gilt 

bealcer,the beſt in the houſe too: goe fellowes make hue and 
cry after them, 
Cand. Pray let your tongvelye ſtill,all wil be well: 

Come hither George,hye to the Conſtable, 

Andincalme order wiſh ham to attach them, 

Make 


p 
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Makeno great ſlirre,becauſethey're gentlemen, 

Anda thing partly done in me1iment, 

Tis but alize aboue ateft thou knowll, 

Therefore purſue it milaly,goc be gone, (o2in*, 

The Conſtabl's hard by, bring im along,.makeha't a. 
Wife, O y area goodly paticut Woodcock care vou not 

now? (Exit George. 

See what your paticce comes too: every one {2cles you, and 

rydes you, youle be ſhortly the common ſtone«horſc of 

Aſyllan;a womans well holp'tvp with ich a meacocke, [ 

had rather hanea husband that would ſwaddle me thricea 


' day,then ſuch a one,that will be guld twicen halfe an hows 


er,Oh 7could burne all the wares in my ſhop for anger, 
Cand, Pray wearea peacetuil temper, be my wite, 
Thatis,be patient: for a wife and husband 
Share but one ſoule between them : this being knowne, 
Why ſhould not one ſoule then agree in onc? (Exit, 
Wife Hang your agreements: But ifmy beaker be gone, 
Enter Caſtruchio, Fluello, Pioratto,and George, 
Cand, Oh,heare they come, 
Geor, . The Conſtableſyr , letem comealong with me, 
becauſethere ſhould be no wondring, he (taies at dore, 
Caſt, Conſtable goodman Abram. 
Flu. Now Signior Candids, Sblood why doe you attach 
Caſt. Sheart! attach vs ! (vs? 
Cand, Nay ſwearenot gallants, 
Your oathes may move your ſoules,but not moue me, 
You haueaſiluer beaker of my wiues, 
Flu. You ſay nottrue:tis gilt, 
Cand, Then you ſay true. 
And being gilt,theguiltlyes more on you. 
Caſt, I hope yare not angry (yr, 
(and. Then you hoperight,for I amnot angry, 
Pio. No,butalittle mou'de. 
Card. Tmou'd! twas you were mou'd, you were brought 
Caſt. But you(out of your anger & impatience,) (hither, 
Cavfd vs to be attachr. 
Cand. Nay you miſplace it, 
C 3 > 7 
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Out of my quiet ſufferaence I did that, 


Andnorof any wrath,had I ſhowneanger, 
1 ſhould have then parſude you with the lawe, 
And hun:ed you to ſhame, as many worldlings 
Doe build their anger vpon teebler groundes, 
The mores the pitty,many looſe their lives 
For ſcarce ſo much coyne as will hide their palmes 
Which 1s moſt cruell,thoſe haue vexed ſpirits 
That purſue lives, in this opinion reſt, 
Thelolleof Millions could not moue my breſt. 

Fl. Thou art a ble{t man,and with peace dolt deale, 
Such a meeke ſpirit can ble(ſe a common weale, 

Cand, Gentlemen,now tis vpon eating time, 
« Pray parcnot hence, but dyne with me to day, 

Caſt. /neuerhearda carter yetſay nay 
Toſuchamotion./lenot be the furlt. 

Pw, Nor I, 

Fm. Nor I, 

Cand, The conſtable ſhall beare you company, 
Georgecall him in,let the world ſay whatit can, 
Notiung can drive me from a patient man, (Exennt, 


Enter Roger with a ſloole,cuſhin looking-glaſſe and chafing-asſh, 


T hoſe being (et downe, he pulls ont of hut pocket a vill wuh 
white cultor in it, Ana 2.boxes,one with white, another red 
painting,he places all things in order & @ candle by thi ſmging 
with the ends of old Ballads as he does it, At laſt Bella- 
front(as he rub his cheeke with the cullors , whiſtles withs 


in 

Ro. Anon forſooth. 

Re{l. What are you playing the roague about? 

Ro. About you forſooth; /me drawing vpa holein your 
white lilke ſtocking. 

Bell, Is my glaflethere ? and my boxes of complexion ? 

Ro. Yes forſooth ; your boxes of complexion are 
here / thinke : yes tis here : her's your twe complexi. 
ons, and if I had all 'the foure complexions, / ſhould 


nere ſet a good face vpont, ſome men / ſee are borne vn; 


der hard-tauoutrd planets as well as women:Zounds /looke 
* worle 


ea a 
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worſenow then/did before, & it makes her face gliſter moſt 
damnably,theres knauery in dawbing | hold my lite,or elſe 
this 1s onely female Pomatnm, 
Enter Bellafronte not full ready, without a gowne, ſhee ſits 
downe, with her bodkin curtes her haire,cullers her lips, 
Bell. Wheres my ruffe and poker you block-head? 
Ro. Your ruffe,your pocker, are ingendring together vp- 
on the cup-bord of the Court, or the Eourt-cup-bord, 
Bel. Fetch c'm : Is the poxe in your hames , you can goe 
no faſter? 
Ro, Wood the pox were in your fingers, vnleſle you could 


leaue flingingzcatch, Exit. 
Bell. Ile catch you,you dog by and by :do you grumble? 
Cupid is 4 God,as naked as my naile, She lings. | 


Ile whip him with a rod, if he my true lone faile. 
Ro. Thers your ruffe, ſhall l pokeit? 
Bel. Yes honeſt Ro no ſtay:pry thee good boy, hold here, 
Downe downe,downe down,1 fall downe and ariſe, downe, I ne« 
mer ſhall ariſe, 
Ro. Troth M.then leaue the trade if you ſhall neverriſe. 
Bell. What trade? good-man eAbraw. 
Re. Why that, if down and ariſe or thefalling trade. 
Bell. Ilefall with you by and by. 
Ro, It you doe 7 hon who ſhall ſmart fort : 
Troth Miſtris, what do / looke like now? 
Belt, Like as you are: a panderly Sixpenny Raſcall. 
Ro,I may thanke you for that : infaith 7looke like an old 
Prouerbe, Hold the Candle before the dinel!, 
Bell. V ds lite, 7le ſtiqke my knife in your Guts and you 
pratetomeſo; hat? She ſogs. 
Well met,pug,the peavle of beautie: vumb, umbh, 
How now ſir knaue, you forget your dutie, umb,vmbh, 
Harry muſfe Sir are you growne ſo daintie; fala,la,Chc, 
1s it you Sur? the worſt of twentie, fa la, la leera a. 
'Pox on you, how doeſt thou hold my glaſle? 
Ro. Why, as Thold your doore ; with my fingers, 
Hell, Nay pray thee ſweet hony Ro,hold vp handſomely 
Sing prety Wantons warble,cc. We ſhall ha gueſts to mw 
Y 
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T lay my little meadenhead,my noſe itches ſo, 

Ro, 1 aid fo toolaſtnightzwhenour Fleas twing'd me, 

Bell. So Poke my rufte now,my gowne,my gown, have 

Wher's my fall Roger ? One hnocks. 

Ro. Your fall torſooth is behind, 

Bell, Gods my pittikins,ſome foole or other knocks. 

Ro, Shall Topen tothe foole miſtreſlle : 

Bell, Andall theſe bableslying thus?away with it quick- 
ly,I,I, knock and be dambe,wholocuer you be.50:giue the 
freſh Salmon lyne now : let him come a ſhoare, hee ſhall 
ſerue for my breakefaſt,tho he goe againſt my ſtomack. 

Roger Fetch in Fluello, C aftruchio, and Pioratto, 

Flu, Morrow coz. 

Caft, How does my ſweete acquaintance? 

Pio, Saue thee little Marmoſet : how doelt thou good 

retty roague? 

Bell. Well, Godamercy good pretty raſcall, 

Flu, Roger (ome lizht [pry thee. 

Ro, You ſhall Signior, for we that live here in this vale 

of miſery,are as darke as hell, Exit,tor a candle. 

Caſt, Good Tabacco, Favello, 

Flu. Smell 2 (Enter Roger, 

Pio, It may betickling geere: for it plaics with my noſe 
Ro, Her's another lighr Angell, Sigmior, (already. 
Bell. What?yon pyed curtal, whats that you are neighing? 

Ro, Ifay God ſend vsthe light of heauen, or ſome more 

Angels. 

Bell. Goe fetch ſome wyne,and drinke halfe of it, 

Ro, Tmulſt fetch ſome wyne gentlemen and drinke halte 
Fl. Here Roger: | (of its 
Caſt, Nolzt me ſend pry thee, 

Fiv. Hold you canker worme. 

Ro. You ſhall ſend both,if you pleaſe Signiors, 

Pio. Stay,whats beſt to drinke a mornings? (to her. 
Ro, Hypocras ſir,for my miſtres,it I fetch it,is moſt deare 
Fla, Hypocras'ther then,her's ateſton for you, you ſnake 
Ro, Right ſyr,her's 1j.5,vi,d.for a pottle & a manchet-Ex, 

Her's 
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(at. Hei's moſt herculamia Tobaces, ha ſome acquaintict? 

Bel, Fah,not Z,makes your breath ſtinke,l1ke the pitle of a 
Foxe, Acquaintance, where ſupt you laſt mght? 

Caſt, At aplace (weete acquaintance where your health 
danc'dethe Canaries y faith: you ſhould ha ben there. 

Bell. [there among y our Punkes, marry fah, hang-em: 
ſcorn't: will you neucr leaue ſucking ofegs in other tolkes 
hens nealts. 

Caſt. Why in good troth, if youle truſt me acquaintance, 
there was not one hen at the board,aske Flne/lo, 

Flu. No faith Coz, none but Cocks, fignior Malaxe/ls 
drunketo thee. Bel.O,a pure beagle;that horſe-leach there? 
Flu, And the knight,S,Oliner Lothlo \wore he wold beſtow 
ataffaca petricoate on thee, but to breake his faſt with thee. 

Bel. With me ! Ilechoake him then, hang him Mole<cat. 
cher, its the dreamingſt ſnotty-noſe. 

Pio. Well, many tooke that Zo/kio for a foole, but he's a 
ſubtile foole, Bel, I, and he has fellowwes : of all filthy 
dry-fiſted knights, /cannot abide that he ſhould touch me. 

Caſt. Why wench, is he ſcabbed ? 

Bel, Hang him, hecle not hue to bee ſo honeſt, nor tothe 
credite to haue {cabbes about him, his betters have em : but 
T hate to weare out any of his courſe knight-hood, becauſe 
hce's made like an Aldermans night-gowne, facit all with 
conny before, and within nothing but Foxe: this ſweete 
Olmer, will eate Mutton tilt hebe ready to burſt , but the 
leanciawde-[lave wil not pay for the ſcraping of his trech+r, 

Pi, Piague him,fet him beneath the ſault,and let him not 
to:1th abit, till every one has had his full cur, 

Flu, Lord Elloghe Gentleman- V ther came into vs too, 
marry twas 1n our cheeſe, for he had beene to borrow mony 
for his Lord,ota Citizen, 

Caſt. V Vhat an aſle is that Lord, to borrow money ofa 
Citizen, 

Bell, Nay, Gods my pitty, what an aſle is that Citizen to 
lend mony ofa Lord. . 

Emer Matheo and Hypolito, who ſalntin?, the Com- 
pany, 41 4 ſlranger walkes off, n_ comes in /adly bebind them, 
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with 4 potle-pot, ana ſtands alvofe off, 

Alatheo, Sauce you Gallants, tignior Flxeilo, exceedingly 
well met, as / may fav. 

Fls. Signtor Catheo,cxceedingly well wet too,as I may 
ſav. 

Aa. And how fares my little prettie Muſti1s? 

Bell, Eene as my little pretie ſeruant; ſees three court di- 
ſhes beiore her, and not one good bit nthem : how. now? 
why the diuell itand{t thou ſo? Artin a trance? 

Ro, Yes forſooth, Be/l. V Vhy do{t not fil out their wine? 

Ro, Forſooth ris fild out already; all the wine that the (tg- 
nior has beſtowde ypon you 1s caſt away, a Porter ranne a 
litle at me, and fo fac'{t me downe that Zhad not a drep. 

Bel. /mea curlt tolet ſuch a withered Artichocke taced- 
Raſcall grow vnder my noſe: now you looke like an old he 
ca',zoing to the gallowes : Ile be hangde if he ha not put ip 
themony to cony-catch vs all, 

Ro, No truely torſoothytis not put vp yet, 

Be/. How many Gentlemen haſt thou ſerued thus? 

Ro, None but five hundred, beſides prentices and ferimg- 

Be, Doeſt thinke Ne pocketit vp at thy hands? (men, 

Ro. Yes torſooth, [fearc you will pocket it vp. 

Bee. Fye, fye,cutmy lace good {eruant, / ſhall ha the mo- 
ther preſently /mre fo vextat this horſe-phumme, 

Fs. Plague, not for a ſcald pottle of wine, 

Aa. Nay, lweete Beliafronte, tor alittle Pigs waſh. 

Caſt. Here Roger, fetch more , a miſchance, Ytaith Ac-+ 

quaritance. 

Bell, Outof my light, thou vngodly puritanical creature, 

Ro.For the tother portle? yes forlooth, Exit, 

Bell, Spill that too : what Gentleman 1s that ſeruant? your 

Friend? 
Ma. Gods fo a [toele,a ſtoole,if you loueme Miltris en» 
tcrtainethis Gentleman reſpe&tuely, & bid hum welcome. 
Bell, Hees very welcome, pray Sir fit, 
Hy. Thankes Lady. | 
Flu, Count Hypelo, iſt not? cry you mercie {ignior, you 
walke hereall this whule, and we not heard you { let or be- 
ow 
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ſtow a ſtoole vp5 you beſeech you,youarea ſtranger herey 
we know the faſhions ath houſe. 

Caft. Pleaſe you be heere my Lord, Tabaccs, 

Hips, No good Caſtrachso. 

Flu, You haue abandoned the Court 7 ſee my lord ſince 
the death of your miltre!}e,well (ſhe was a a delicate Piect-bee 
ſeech you ſweete,come let vs ſerve vnder the cullors of vour 
acquaintance ſhl:tor al! char, pleaſe you to mecte here at my 
lodging ot my cuz, //hal ceſtow a banquet vpon you. 

Hips. Incuer can deſerue this kindnefle [yr. 

What may this Lady be,wv hom vou cali cu 72 

Fin. Fait){\r a poore gentlewoman, of paſſinz good cas 
riage,one that has ſome ſutes in law,and lyes here 10 an At- 
dence houſe, 

Hipo. 1+ the married? 

th, Hah, as all your punks are, acaptens wife,or ſo? 
zwer ſaw her before, my Lord, 
Hipo, Neuer truſt me a goodly creature, 
Flu. y gad when you know her as we do ,youle ſwear ſheis 
the prettieſt, kindelt,lweeteſt, moſt bewitching honeſt ape 

vnder the pole. A skin , your ſatten is not more ſoft, noy 
lawne whiter. 

Hypo, Belike then 11:ces ſore ſale curtizan, 

Fin. Troth as all your belt faces are,a good wench, 

Fino. Great pitry that ſhees a 200d '1 ench: 

11a, 7 hou t(haltha ifarth nuſtre{le;how now ſigniors? 
wha 2 whiſpering? did not {lay a wager I ſhould lake) ou 
within ſeven dates1n a houſe of vanity, 

Hips. You did, and | bethrew your heartyyou have won, 

Aa. How do you like my millre(:e2 

Hypo, Well, torſuch a miſtrelle: better, if your miltreſle 
benot you maſter. 
{mult breake manners gentlemen, fareyou well, 

Ma, Stoote you ſhail not leaue vs. 

Bel, The gentlewan likes not the taſt of our companyy 
Omni. Beleech you ltav, 
Hyo, Truſt me my aff ures becken for me,pardon me, 
4a. Will you cail for me hallcan hourehence here ? 
'2 Ho. 
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Hep. Perhaps 7 hail, 

Ma, Perhaps?fah!/know you can ſweareto me you wil, 

Hip. Since you will prefſe me on my word, wiil, Exit, 

Belt, Wnhatinllenpicture 1s this ſeruant? 

Atz, I: Count Hipolro,the brave Count, 

Pw, As gallant atpirit, as any in C9fm you ſweete 

Flu, Oh hees a molt eflentiull gent'eman,cez, (ewe, 

Cuft, Did you never heare of Count Hipeltos ac- 
Q"'1'NLUNCE? | 

Bell. Nlarymniffe a your counts, & be no m»»e life inven, 

Afz. Hees fo malcontemt!lirra Bellaſronta, % you beho- 
neſt gallants,lets {yp together, and haue t!:E count with vs; 
tov ſhalt (it at the vpper end puncke., 

Bell, Pnncke,you fowede gurnet? 

Ma. Kin truce: come, ile be{tory the ſupper to have 
him botlaugh. . (lancholy, 

Caſt. He betrates his youth too groſly to thattyrant mas» 

AMa All this is for a woman, 

Bell. A woman! lome whore ! what ſweet 7ewell iſt » 

Pro. Wod ſhe heard you, Fav.. Troth ſo wud 7, 

Caſt. And /by heauen. 

Bell. Nay good feruant,what woman? Aa, Pah. 

Bell, Pry thee tell me, abuſle and tell mc: /ivarrant hees 
an honeſt fellowe, if hee take on thus for a weacht good 
roague Who: : 

Ma, Byth Lord will not, muſt not faith miſtreſſe; iſt a 
m2tch firs?.his nightgat Thantlop:T tor thers beſt winegand 

Omni, Its done at Th'antiop. (good bc yes, 

Be't, Icannot be there tonight, 

Aa. . Cannot ? bith lord you ſhall, 

Bel/. By tne Lady Iwill not : ſhaall ! 

Flu, Way then put it off till fryday: wut come then cuz? 

Bell, W-ll. Enter Roger, 

Ala. Y'arethe waſpifhel Ape. Roger, put your mil. 
treſſe in mind to ſup with vs on friday next:y'are beſt come 
like a madwoman without a band mn your waſtcoate, & the 
lynings of your kirtle onward, likecuery common hackney 
that (teales outat the back gate other l\yeet knights lodging 

Beth 


/HORE, 

B{l,Goe,goe, hang your ſelfe,Caff. Its dinner time Xfathes, 
Ommi, Yes, yes, farewell wench, Exennt, (ſhalls hence? 
Bell, Farewell boyes:Roger what wine ſent they for? 

Ro, Baſtard winegfor it it had bin truly begotten,it wud 
not ha in aſhamdeto come in, her's vi.s.to pay for nurling 
tle baſtard, 

Bell, A company of rookes! O good {weete Roger, run to 
the Poulter; and buy me ſome fine Larkes. 
Ro, No woodcocks? 
Bell, Yes faith a couple,ifthey benot deare. 
Ro. lie buy but one,theres one already here. Ex, 
Enter Hipobto, 
Hypo, Is the gentleman (my triend)departed miſtreſle? 
Betl. His backe 1s but new-turnd (vr, 
Hive. Fare you well. Belt, Icand:ret yon to him, 
Fipo. Can you? pray, 
Bell, Ityou pleaſe ſtay, heele not be abſent long. 
Hipo. 1carenotmuch, FR 
Bell, Pray ſittorſooth, Hips, I'me hot, 
Hipo, It may vſe your roome,jle rather walke, 
Bell. Atyour belt pleaſure- whew-ſome rut bers there, - 
Hips, Indeed ile non : -Indeed / will notzthanks. 
Pretty-fine-lodging. 1 perceive my friend 
Zs oldin your acquaintance. Be/. Troth ſyr, he comes 
As other gentlemen, to ſpend ſpare howersz 
Ztyourſelfe like our root: (ſuch as its) 
Your owne acquaintance may be as old as his. 
Hipo, Say Ididlikez\vhat welcome ſhould /find? 
Bell. Such asmy preſent fortunes can aftord. 
Hips, Butwould you let me play fatheorpart? 
Bell, What part ? 
Hipo, Why 1mbrace you;dally with you, kiſle: 
Faith tell me,will-you leaue him,and loue me? 
Bell. Iamin bondes tono man fyr, Hipo, Why then, 
Yarefrec for any man:ifany,me. 
But muſt tell you Lady,were you mine, 
You ſhould be all mine: I could brooke no ſharers, - 
1 ſhould be couctous, and ſweepe vp all, - 
D 3 Iwould 
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{ ſhould bepleaſures vſurer;faith I ſhould, 

Bell. O tate! 

His, Why fizh you Lady ? may Tknowe? 

Bell T'aas never bin my fortune yet to ſingle 
O1:t chat one ian, whole love could fellow mane, 
As thaue ever will:tit:o my Stars! 

Had [at met with ane kind gentlemany 

That would haue purchacde tin alone, to himſelfe, 
For 1s 0wne private vſc, although ſcarce proper: 
Ind ferent hanſome:meectly I-gd and thy: 

And my allowance reaſonable-ytauth, 

According io my body-by my croth, 

I would haue bin as true vnto his pleaſures, 

Yea, and as lov all to his afternoones, 

As eucr a poore gentlewoman could bz, 

Hips, This were well now, to one butnewly fledg'd, 
And ſcarce aday old1n this ſuttle world: 

T were prettie Art, good bird-lime,cunning net? 
But come, come, farh-confeſle:how many men 
Haue drunke this felfe-ſame proteltaugn, 

From that red tycing lip? 

Bel!, Indecd not any, 

Ho, Indeed? and bluſh not! 

Bel, Non truth not any, 

Hips, Indeec!in truthl-how warily you {yeare? 
T is wel!s:f1ll it benot:vet had / 

Theruſhan io me, and were drawne before you 
But in hght cullors, {doe know inaced, 
You covid not ſwearc inde:de, But thunder oathes 


T hat ſhould ſhake heauen,drowne the harmonious ſphersz 


And piercea ſoule(that lou'd her makers honour) 
With horror andamazement, 

Bell, Shall /{weare? 
Will you belecue me ther? 

Hipe, Worllt then of all, 
Our ſins by cuſtom? ,ſeeme (&faſt)but ſmall, 
Were I but o're your threſhold,a next many 
And after umn ancx*,and then a fuurth, 
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Should haue this golden hooke, and laſciuious baite, » 
Throwneout to the full length, why let me gell you? 
Tha ſcene letters ſent from that white hand, 
T uwng ſuch mulicke to CIathers care. 
Beit. Matheo) thats truegbut beleeue ir,l 
No {oonerhad laid hold vpon your preſence, 
But fraight mine eye conuerd you to my heart. 
Hips, Oh, yon cannot faine with me,why,{know Lady, 
This is the common paſſion of you all, 
To hookeina kind gentleman,and then 
Abuſe his coynegconneying it to your louer, 
Andintheend you ſhew him a french trick, 
And ſo you leaue himythata coach may rug 
Betweene his legs for bredth, 
Bell, O by my foule! 
Not I:therein ile prove an honeſt whore, 
In being true to one,and tono more, 
Hye, It any be diſpolde to truſt your oath 
Lethim3ile not be he, I know youteine 
All that you ſpeake,I:for a mingled harlot, 
Fs true in nothing butin being falle, 
What! ſhall /teach you how to loath your ſelfe? 
And mildly toc:not without ſenſeor reaſon. 
Bell. I am content, | would faineloath my ſelfe, 
If you not love me, 
Hyo, Thenifyour gratious blood be notall walted, 
I ſhall aſlay to doo't, 
Lend me your filence,and attention,-you haue ngſoule, 
That makes you wey ſo lighttheauens treaſure boughtit, 
And halfe acrowne hath ſoldir;-for your body 
4 like the common ſhoare, that ſtill receiues 
All the townes filth. The ſin of many men 
Fs within you,and thus much 7 ſuppoſe, 
That if all your committers ſtood 10 ranke, 
Theide makealane, (in which your ſhame might dwell) 
And with their ſpaces reach from hence to hell. 
Nay,ſhall 7vrge it more, there has bene knoywne, a 
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As many by one harlot,maym'd and diſmembred, 
As would haſtuftan Hoſpitall : this /might 
Apply to you,and perhaps doe you right: 
O y ate as baſe as any beaſt that beares, 
Your body is ee'ne hirde,and fo are theirs, 
For gold and (parkling iewels, (ifhe can) 
Youlelet a /ewe get you with chriſtian: 
Be hea Moore, a Tartar,tho his face 
Looke vgler then a dead mans (cull, \ 
Could the diuel put on a humane ſhape, ; 
this purſe ſhake out crownes,vp then he gets, 
Whores will be rid to hell with golden bits: 
Sothat y'are cruellerthen Turkes, for they 
Sell Chriſtians onely,y ou fell your ſelues away. 
Why thoſe that lone you, hate youzand will terme you 
Lickeriſh damnation : with themſelues balfe ſunke 
After the (1n is laid out,and ec'ne curſe 
Their wn” riot, (tor what one begets 
Another poiſons)luſt and murder hit, 
A tree being often ſhooke, whatfruit can knit ? 

Bell. O we vohappy ! 

Hip. Tcan vexe you more; 
A harlot is like Dwnkzrke, true to none, ' 
Swa'lowes both Engliſh, Spaniſh,fulſome Dutchy' + | 
Blacke-doord Italian laſt of all the French, 
And te (ticks to you faith: giues you your diet), 
Brings you acquainted, firſt with monlier Do&tory 
Andthergrou know what followes. 

Bell, N ery, 
Rankegſtinking,and moſt loathſome miſery. 

Hip, Me thinks a toadis happierthen a whore, 
That with one poiſon ſwells, with thouſands more 
The other {tocks her veines;1arlottfe! fie, 
You are the miſerable(t Creatures breathing, 
The very {laues of nature : marke me clſe, 
You put on rich attires,others eyes weare thery, 
Youcat, buttoſupply your blood with ſin, 
And thus ſtrange curſe ec'ne haunts you to your ns 
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From fooles you get,and ſpend it vpon ilaues: 
Like Bearcs and Apes, y*arebayted & ſhewtricks 
For money, but your Bawdthe {weernefle licks, 
Indecd youarethetr Iourney-women, and do 
All baſe and damnd workes they hb et you to; 
-. that youn'cre are richzfor _— ihew mcg 
npreſciit memory,or in ages 
The faircit and moſt cn— Courtizan, 
W hole fleſh wasdear'ſt;thatraild the price of ſing 
And held it yp,to whote intemperate boſome, 
Prunces,Earles,Lords,the worlt has bio a kaight, 
The mean'ſ a Gentlewan, have offred vp 
VV hole Hecatowbs of figbs,& raind in ſhowres 
Handtuls of gold,yet for all thus,at Jaſt 
Diſcaſes ſuckt her marrow, then grew ſo poore, 
That ſhe has begd e*cne ata beggers doore, 
Aud(wherin heau'a has a finger) when chus /dol}, 
From coaſtto coalt, has leapt on forraine ſhores, 
And had more worſhipgthe th'outlanduſh whores, 
VW hen ſcucrall nations baue gone ouer her, 
Whentoreach ſcuerall Ciy ihe has ſcene, 
Her maidenhead has bin new, & bin (old deare: 
Did live wel thereg& might haue dide ynknowne 
And vndetam'd, back comes ſhe to her owne, 
And there bcth auſerably liues and dycs, 
Scorndcuen of thoſe,that once ador'd her eyes, 
As it her fatal-curcled life rhusranve, 
Her pride ſhould end there, where itfirſt began, * 
W hat,doyou weep,to heare your ſtory read ? 
Nay,it youſpoyle your cheeks, He read no more. 
5#1,Q yes, I pray proceed : 
Indeed "twill do me good to weep indeed, 

Hop, To pu thole tearesa reh(b, this I adde, 
Y*are bke the Iewes, {catterd, in no place certain, 
Your daies are tedious, your boures burdenſome: 
And wer't not for tull ſuppers,,udnight Reuels, 
Dauncing, wine ryotous mectings,whuch do drowne, 
Ang bury quite 1n you all vertucus thoughts, 
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And 01 your.eye-lids hang fo heauily, ” | 
They haue no powerto lookeſu high as heauen; 
Youde fit and muſe on nothing butdeſpayre, | 
Curſethat deuil Laſt,thatſo burnes vp your blood; | 
Andintenthouſand ſhivers breake your plaſſe 
For his temptation, Say you taſtedelight, * 
To hanea golden Gull from rize toSet, | 
To meat youin his hote luxurious armes, | 
Yet your nights pay for all:I knowyou dreame 
Of warrants, wlups,& Beadles,and then ſtart 
At a dores windy creake: thinke euery Weezle 
To be a Conſtable: and cuery Rat 
A long tayld Officer: Are younow notſlaues ? 
Ohyou haue damnation without pleaſure for ic! 
Such is the ſtate of Harlots, To conclude, 
When you are old, and can well paynt no more, 
Youturne Bawd,and are then worſethen before: | 
Make vie of this: farewell, | 
Bel, Oh, I pray ſtay, 
Hip.l ſce Matheo comes not: time hath bard me, 
Wouldall the Harlots in thetowne had heard me, Exit. 
Bel, Stay yetalicrle longer, no: quite gone! 
Curſt bc that minute (for it was no more, 
Soſoone a maydis chang'd into a Whore) 
Whercin 1 ficlt fell, be it for ever blacke; 
Yet why ihould (weet Hipolito ſhun mine eyes; 
For whole true loue I would becom pure-honelſt, 
Hate the worlds mixtures & the {miles of gold: 
Aml no: ſayre? VWhy ſhould he flye me then? 
Faire creatures are deſir'd,not ſcornd of men, 
How many Gallants haue drunk healthes to me,  - 
t of their daggerd armes, & thought the bleſt, 
Enjoying but mine eyes at prodigall feaſts! 
And does Hipoluto deteſt my loue ? 
Oh, {uretheir heedlefſe luſts butflattred me, 
I am not pleaſing,beautifull nor young, 
Hipol:to hath ſpyed ſome vgly blemiſh, 
Eclipſingall my beauties; Iam foule ; 
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Marlot ! ],t] at's the fporthar tzyrts my ſoule; 
his weapon lctrheere? O fit inſtrument, 
1olettorthallthe poyſor of my fleſh! 
Thy M, hates mezcaute wy bloud hath rang'd: 
Bur wheus torth, then heele belecue Ime chag'd, 

Hip. Mad woman, what art doing” Emer 

Fel, -ycher love me, Hipo, 
Or cleauc my bolome onthy Rapiers poynt; 
Yer doc not neyther;tor thou then deſtroyit 
That which, } louc thee for (thy vertues) heregherty 
Tr art crueller, and kilſt me with diſdayne: 
To dieſo,ſheds no bloud, yet tis worle payne, F.xit 
Not ſpeake to me! not looke! not bid farewell! Pipel, 
Hatcd! this muſt not be, ſome meanes lletry, 
Would all VV hores weraas honeflt now, as Is, Exevuae, 


SCENA 7. 
Entey C axdidoghns wiſe,Cemge, and twoPÞrentices in the 
frops Fuſtigo exters, walkgug by. 
Geor, See Gentlemen, what you lack? a fine Holland, 
afine Cambrick, ſce what youbuy, (you lack? 
I, ?r, Holland for ſhirts, Cam:brick for bands, whatift 
Fuſt, Stoot,] lack em all, nay more, Tlack money to buy 
em ;:let me ſcezletme looke agen : mafle this is the ſhop; 
W hat Coz! fect Coz! how det itayth, fince laſt night 
alter rd we had good ſport itayth, had we not 2 
and when ſhal#8 laughagen? 
Wi, When you will, Cozen, (husband, 
F »f. Spoke like a kmd Lacedemoniaz I ſee yonders thy 
W:, 1,ther's the ſweet youth,God blefle hum. 
Faft, And how iſt Cozen 2 & hon how iſt thou ſqualls 
Wi, Well,Cozen, how fare you? 
F*f, How fare 1? troth,for ſixpence a meale, wench, as 
wel as heart can wiſh, with Calues chalorens andchutter- 
lings, beſides I hauc a Pasckafter ſupper,as good asa ro» 
and. Arc you ny wives Cozent (ited Apples 
»ft, I zm, fir, w hat haſt thouto do withthat? 


Cond, O,nothing but yare welccme . | 
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Fuf, TheDeuils dung inthy teeth:Ile be welcom whe- 
ther thou wile or no,I; what Ring's this Coz?very pretty 
and fantaſticall ifayth,lers ſee it, 

Fife, Puh !nay you wrench my finger. 

Faf, I ha ſworne [le ha't,and1 hope you wil not let my 
othes be crack inthe ring, wil youti hope ſir,youare nor 
mallicolly at this for all your great lookes : are you angry? 

Card, Angryinorl fir,nay,f ſhe canpart 
So eaſily with her Ring,tis with my heart. 

Ges,Sufferthis ſir,and ſuffer all,awhorſon Gull to=, 

CandPeace George,whe ſhe has reapt what I haue ſowne, 
Shecle ſay,one graynctaſtes better of her o:wne, 

Then whole ſheaucs gathered from ancthers land : 

Wit's never good,til bought at a deare hang, (body. 
Geo. Butin the meanetme ſhe makes an Aﬀe of ſome 
2ePren Sec,ſcegſec,firgas youturne your backegthey 

do nothing bur kiſle, 

Card, N o matter, let 'em:when I couch herlip, 

I ſhall not feelc his kifſes, no nor mulle 

Any of her lips : no harme 1a kiſſingis, 

Looketo your buſineſſe,pray make "p your wares, 

Fu, Troth Cozgand wellremembred, | would thou 
wouldit give mce five yards of Lawne, to make my Prnke 
ſometallu:g bandsa chefaſtuo, three tailing one vpo ano» 
ther :for thats the new edit1o now:(he's out of innen hore 
ribly too,troth,ſha's never a good {mock ro her back neys 
thergbut one that has a great many patches un'r, & that ['m 
tain to weare my ſelfe for want of ſhufr coo: prichee put ine 
Into holeſome napery,& beſtow ſome clean commodities 
rpovs. Wife, Reach merchoſe Cambricks & the Lawnes 
kither, Cand. VWhaztodoe, witeftolawih our my goods 
ypon a foole?2 

Fuft, Foole! Sneales eate the foole,vr Lie ſo batter your 
crownegthacit ſhall ſcarce go for five ihillings, 

2,Pr. Do you heare ſir? yare beſt be quier, & ſay afoole 

. Fuſt, Niles, [think ſo, tor thou telſt me, (tels you lo, 

Cas, Arc you angry fir,becauſe I namde the foole 8 
Truſt me, you arenot wiſe, in gune one houſe, 
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And tomy faceto play the Antickethus : 


It youle needs play the mad man,choole a ſtage 
Oflefler compaſle, where few eyes may note 
Your ations errour; but if ſtill you miſſe, 
As heere you doe, for one clap,ten will hiſle. : 
Fuf,Znounds Cozen,he talkes to meas if I were a ſcur= 
uy Tr agedian, ; 
2, Prew, Sirra George, I ha thought vpon adeuice, how to 
breake his pate, beat hum ſoundly, and ſhip him away. 
Geor, Doo't. 26 Prev, lle goin,paſſe through the houſe, 
giue ſome of our fellow Prentiſs the watch-word when 
they ſhall enter, chen come and fetchmy maſterin by a 
wile, andplace oneinthe hallto hold himin conference, 
whilſt ye cudgellrhe Gul our of his coxcombe, 
Geor, Doo't, away, coo'r, 
. Wefe, Muſt I call twile for theſe Cambricks & lawnes? 
Cand. Nay lee, you anger her,George,prithee diſpatch, 
2. pr. T'wo ot the choilelt picces are in the warehouſegfir, 
Cand, Go terchthem preſently, Exit I, prentice 
Fat. I, do, make hatte, firra, 
Card, Why were you ſuch a ſtranger all this while, 
being my wiucs Colen? 
. Fuſt, Stranger? no (ir, Ime a naturall Millaner borne, 
Cas, I perceyue (till it 1s your naturall guiſe to nuſtake 
me,buc youare welcom fir, I much wiſh your acquaintace, 
Fuf, My acquuntancet | icorne that wtayth; I hope,wy 
acquaintance goes 1n chaines of gold three and fifty times 
double;you kaoy who | meanc,Cozzthe poſts ot his gate 
arc a paincing eo, Enter the 2, Prentice, 
2, Pr. Signwor Pandulſoche Marchat defires conference 
with you, Can, Sgnior Pavdulfs[lc be with him ſtraight, 
Attend your mitris and the Gentleman, 
Wife, When do you thew thoſe pieces * Exit, 
On, Pretencly fir,prefencly,we are but charging the, 
Fuſ#, Come lirra,you Flac-cap,where be thelc whites® 
Ge, Flat-cap? heark1n your care fir,yare aflat foole,an 
Afl:,a gull,& ilechiun you ; do youſee this cambrickyfir® 
E 3 Fp. dtoot, 
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Fyſ,Stoct Ccz,a goodicft, cid you keare him? he told 
me in my care, 1 was aflat fcole, an Aﬀe,a Gull,znd lie 
thrum you: doe you fee this Cambrick fir # 

Wi. Whar,nort my men, 1 hope © 

Fuſt. No,not ycur men,but one of your men ifzyth, 

1.Pr.Ipray fir,come kithergwhat lay you to thus? heres 
an excellent good one, ({core yards. 

Fauft, 1 mairygthis hikes me well, cut me oft ſome balte 

2.?r,Let your whores cut, yare an impudentcoxcomb, 
= pet none, & yerlle thrum you,- A very good Came 

rick fir. 

Fuf, Agen, agen, as God iudge met Sſooty,Cor,they 
ſtand thriming here with me all day,& yer 1 get nothing, 

1.2r A yord / pray fir, you muſt not be angry,prentices- 
hauec hote blouds,young tellowes,- VV hat {ay yourothis 
piece? looke you, tis ſo delicate, fo foft, ſo even, ſo fine a 
thrid,chat a Lady may weare it, 

Fuf, Stoct /thinke lo, it a [vntzht marry my Punck, a 

Lady ſhall weareit:cutme off 20, yards: th'artan honeſt 
I, ?r, Not without mony,gull,& ue thrii youro, (lad, 

Omn, Gull, weele thrum you, 

Fzjt, O Lord, ſiſter, did you not heare ſomething cry 
thurp* zounis your men here makea plaine Aﬀe ot me, 

Fs. Whatztomy tace ſoimpuders © 

Geer, 1, 11 a'cauſe ſo honelt, weele not luffer 
Our maſters goods tovyaniſh monylefle, 

Wife, You will noe ſufferthem, 

2.?r, No,and you may bluſh, 
In going about tovex {6 milda breſt, 
As1: our maſters. 5, Take away tÞ9le pieces, 
Cozen, / gtuethem freely, 

Faſt, Malle, and /letake emas freely, 

Om, Wecle make you lay em downagen more freely. 
5, Help, helpymy brother wilbe murdered, Enter Cay, 
Cend, How nowgyhar coy le is here?forbeare, | ſay, 
Geer, He cals vs Flatczps,andabuſes vs, 

Can, Why,fir:fdo luch examples flow from me?  _ 
Ws, They are of your keeping ſirg alas poore ro . 


The conuerted Courtizan; 

FuÞ.I fayththey ha pepperd me,liſtert lookezdaoſt noe 
ſpin? call youtheſe Preatices? le nere play at cards more 
whe clubs 1s crump! I haue a goodly coxcomb,ſiter,haue 

Cand, Siſter and brothergbrother tomy wife, (I noe? 

Fuft, If you haue any skillia Heraldry, you may ſoone 
know that,break bur her pate,and you ihal ſee her blood 
and mine 1s all one. 

Can, A Surgeon,run,a Surgeon: Why then wore you 
that forzed name of Cozen? 

Fuſt, Becauſe itsa common thing tocall Cozgand Nin- 
ele now adayes all the world ouer. 

Cand, Cozen! A nameof much deceyr,folly and ſin, 
For vader that common abuſed word, 

Many an honelt tempred Cityzen 

Is madea monſter,and his wite traynd out 
To foule adulterous action, full of fraud, 
I may well eall chat word, A Cities Bawd, 

Fuft, Troth,brother, wy ſiſter would needs ha me take 
-ypon me to gull your patience alictle : but it has made 
double Gules on my coxcomb, (toole? 

Wife, What,playing the woman 2 blabbing now you 

Cand,O,my wite did but exerciſe a teſt vpon your wit, 

Fuft.Sfoot, my wit bleeds for'c, me tlunks, 

Cand,Then let this warning more of ſence afford, 

The name of Cozen is a bloudy word. 

Feſt, Ile nere call Coz agen whilſt I live, to hauc ſuch 
a coyle about it: this ſhould be a Coronation day; for my 
head runnes Claret luttily, Exit, Enter an Officer, 

Cav, Go wiſh the Surgeon to haue greatreſpet, 

How now,my friend, what, do they lit to day © 

Off, Yes fir, they expe youatthe Senate-houſe, 

Can,I thik your paines, Ile not be laſt manthere, Exic 
My gowne,George, goe,my gowne, A happy land, Off, 
Where grave men meet each cauſc tovnderitand, 
Whoſe conſciences are not cut out in brybes, 

To gullthe poore mans right; but ia eucn (cales, 
Petzerich & poore, without corruptions veyless 
Come;wheresthe gowne? Ge, I.cannot fiadthe key fir, 
Ea4;Requeſtirof your miltris, : 
_—— 9 a 


The connerted Churtitan. 


FWife,Come not to mefor any Key, 
Ile not be troubled to deliver its 
Cand, Good wife, kind wife, it is a needfull trouble, 
but for my Gowne, 
i, Moches ſwallow downe your Gowne! 
Youſet imy.tecth an edge withralking on'r, 
Cand. Nay prythee ſweet, I cannot weet withour ity 
I ſhould haue a great Fyne ſc: on my head, 
«1. Sct on your Coxcomb: cuſh,Fine me no Fines, 
Cas, Belceue me ſweet, none greets the Senate-houſle, 
VWihout his Robe of reuerencegthat's his Gowne, 
F;, Well,then y*are like to croſſethat cuſtome once, 
Yougetnor key, nor gownegand fo depart: 
This trick will yexe him ſure, and fret his heart, Ext 
Cand, Stay, let me ſeeg] muit haue ſome deuice, | 
My cloke's too ſhort 3 tyeye,nocloke will doo't: 
It muſt be fomerhing faihiwned like a Gowne, 
With my armes out: oh George, come hither Georges 
1 prythee lend me thine aduicc, (open cheſt, Ed 
Geor, Truth fir were it any but you, they would breake 
Cand,O no, break open ct.cſt [thats a theeues office : 
therein you counſell me 2g212:{t iny bloud 2 
* L would ſhew imparence that,any mecke meanes 
I would beglad ro imbrace, Male, 1 haue got it: 
Go,ltepvp, fetch me downe cne of the Carpets, 
The ſaddeſt colourd Carpet, honeſt George, 
Cut thou a hole 1th nuddlefor my necke, 
Tho formine armes, nay prythee looke not ſtrange, 
Cant hope you doe not thinke firy as you meancs 
Can, Prythee about itquickly, the houre chides me; 
Warlly George,lottly,take heed of eyes, Exn George, 
Our of two euils hee's accounted wile, 
That can pick out the leaſt; the Fine impoſde 
For an vagowned Senator, 1s about 
Forty Cruzadoes, the Carpet not 'boue foure. 
Thus haue I choſenthe letler cull yet, #2 
Preſeru'd my patiencegtoyld ber deſperate wit, _ 
CE REL I_R - Fever Gongy. 
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Cand,O well doneGrorge,weele cut itiuſt ith midi; :; 
Tis very well I thanke thee, helpe it on, (ticoate. 

Ge, It muſt come over your head,fir, like a wenckes pc- 
Cand, T\vartin the right,good George, itmulſt indece, 
Fetch me a nightcap: for lle gyrdut clole, h 
As1if my health were queazy: twill ſhow well 
For arude carclefſe night-gowne, wil't.notthinkſt? 
Ge, Indifferent welfir, tor a ght-gowne, being girt & 
Cand, I,and a night-cap on my head, (pleated, 
Ge,Thars true fir, lle run & ferch one,& a ſtafte, Ex: Ge. 
Cand, Ferthus they cannot chuſe bur conſter it, 
One that is out of health, takes nodelighr, 
Weares his apparell without appetite, 
And puts cn kcedles rayment without forme, Znter Ges, 
So ſo,kind Georgegbeſecretnow: & prithee do not ſaugh 
at met1]! Ime out of fight, Geo, I laugh? not I fir, 
Cand, Now tothe Sepateohouſe : 
Methinks, Iderather weare,without a frowne, 
A paticnt Carpet, then anangry Gowneg Exit, 
Ge,Now looks my M,iuſt like one of our carpet knights, 
only hee's ſomwhat the honeſter of therwo, Emter Cane 
Wi. W hat,is your maſter gone ? didoes Wiſes 
Geo, Yes torſooth, his backe is but new turnd. 
Wi, Ard in his cloke? did he not vexe ard ſweare? 
Geor, No,but heele make you ſweare anon; no indeed, 
hee wertaway ke a lambe, | 
Wiſe. Key ſinketo hell; illpatient, patient ſtill? 

I ani with child to vexe him: prythee George, 

If exe thou lookit for faucur at my hands, 

Vphold one leſt for me, Geer, Againſt my maſter? 
&5, Tis a meere icltin fayth: ſay, wilt thou doo't? | 
Geer, Well, what iſt? (lies 
W1, Hecre, take this key, thou knowſt where all things 

Pur cn thy maſters beſt apparel, Gowne, 

Chayne,Cap,Ruffe,euery thing, be like himſelfe, 

And '*gainſt his cem. ming home, walke inthe ſhop, 

Fayne the ſ2me cfriage, and his patient looke, 

*T will breed buta icftthcu knowſt, ſpeakeguiltthou?t 

Geor, *Twill yreng my maſters paricnce, 

| F Wi, Pry» 
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FP; Pcythee George, Grey, Wellyif youle ſaue me 
harmleſle,and put me vnder conert barne, I am content to 
pleaſe you,prouided it may breed no wrong againtt him, 

WF, No wrong atall t heretakethe Key, be gone: 

If aay vex ia this} tf notthis,none, Exeant, 
SCENA 8, 
Enter « Bawd aud Roger, 

Baya, O Roger Rover, where's your miltriz,whetr's your 
milk;isf there's the finett,neatelt Gentleman at my hogte, 
but newly come 0uzr: O where 13 {nc wheres the, where 
is the” 

Rog, My miftris13 abroad, but not amongſt em: my mi- 
Kr1313 notthe whore no.y that you tale her for, 

Bis, Hom Tis (he nota whore? do you 20 about totake 
away hergood nameg Roger?you arca fine Pandas indeed, 

Rez, Irell you, ,3adona Finger-locke, Iam not ſad for 
nothing, I ha not eaten 02e good meale thus three & thur- 
ty dayes: Ihalwontto get {txreene pence by tetching a 
pottle of Hypocras ; but now thoſe dayes are patt : we liad 
as good doings, Madora Finger-l9tke, tie within dores and 
I -thoutyas any peoce yong couple mn Millain, 

Paw, Gods my liic,ond ws the chang'd now? 

Reg. I halvit by her ſqueamithncile, more then would 
:1ue builded 12, bawdy houles, 

And had ſhe no time to turn honeſt but no;y?what a vile 
vioman 1: this? twenty pound a night, lle be fyorne,Regery 
in good gold and no filuecs why here was atimeg1t the 
Mould ha picktoue a timegit could not be better! gold y= 
novgh ſtirring;choyce of men, choyce of haire, choyce of 
beards, choyce of legs, and choyce of euery, eucry,cuery 
thinz 2 it cannot fink into my headgthatſhe thould be ſuch 
an Alle, Roger, I neuecrbelecucit, 

Rog, Herc the comes now, Enter Bellafronte, 

Baw, O ſweet Zadone,on with your loole goryne, your 
fel: & your feathergthere's the ſweeteſt,propreſt,gallantelt 
Gentlemanat my houſe, he ſmells all of Muske & Amber 
greeceghis pocket full of Crownes, flame-colourd duvlet, 


red (atin hoſe, Carnation filk ſtockins, andalcg and a boe 
df,09: Be, Hence 
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Bel, Hence,thou our ſexes monſter, poyſoncus Bawd, 
Luſts Fator,and damnations Orator, 
Golsip of hell, were allthe Harlots finnes 
Whichthe whole world conteynes,numbred together, 
Thine farre exceeds them all; of all the creatures 
T tat cuer were created,thou art baſelt: 
What ſerpent would beguile thee of thy Office ? 
It 1s deteſtable: fortheu liviſt | 
Vponthe dregs of Harlots, guard't the dore, 
VVhilt couples goe to dauncing: O courle deuill! 
Thou artthe baltards curſe,thou brandtt his birth, 
T he lechers French eifesle;for thou dry-fuckſt him : 
T ke Harlots poyicn, and thise owne confuſon, 
Baw, Mzry come yp withapox, haue youno boy to 
raile againſt, but your Bawd now? 

Bel, And you,k nave Pandar, kinſmanto aBay d, 

Rog, You and le adona,arc Cozens, 

Bel, Of the ſame bloud and making, neercallycd, 
Thouzthat ſlaue to ſixperce, baſe-mctrala villayne, 

Rog,Srepence? nay that's notſo;l neuertouk vnder two 
ſhillings toure pence, [ hope I know my fee. 

Bel, 1 know not agataſt which moſt co inueight 
Fer both of you are damnd fo equally, 

Thouneuer ſpar'ſt for oathes: ſwearlt any thing, 
As if thy loule were made of ſhoe-leather, 

God dam me,Centleman, if ſhe be Within, 

When mthe Þextroome the's found dallying,; 

Rog.lt it be my yocation to ſweare,cuery manin his yos 
cation; Thope wy betters ſwearc and dam therſelues,and 
why ſhouldroti? Bel, Roger,you cheat kind gentlemen2 

Reg, The more gullsthey, 

Bel.Slaue, | caſhcerethee, 

Baw. And youdocaſheere him,he ſhalbe entertaynd, 

R og. Shall 1} then blurt a youreruice, 

Bel, As.hell would hauc'it, entertaynd by you ! 

I darethe deuill himſelfero matchthoſe two, Exit, 

Baw, Mary gup, are you growne ſo holy, lo pure, ſo ho» 
neſt with a pox? | 
a | 'F 2 RoggScur« 


THE HONEST WHORE, 


Reg. Scuruy honeſt Punck! But tay Aadons, how muſt 
our agreement be now? for you know I am to haueall the 
commings in atthe hall dore,& you at the chamber dore. 

Ba. True Roz. except my vailes, Rog. Vailes, whit yailes? 

&4, Why as chus,if a couple come 1n a Coach, & lightt» 
le downa laegthten Regergthats my fee, & you may walk ' 
ab:zvad;tor the Coach man himſelfe 1s their Pandar, 

Ro, 1s a fot in truth [ have al noft forgor,for want of ex+ 
erciſe: Bur how 1f Tietchelis Citizens witero that Gull,& 
that 2/adens to that Gallanty ho vthen? ; 

#2. Why then, Roger, you are to haue ſixpence a lane, 
© many lancs,ſo many fixpences.. 

Ro. Iſt (of the | ſee we two (hall agree and liuetogether, 

Es, | Roger, ſo long as there be any Taucrnes and baiy- 
dy houſes 1a Millan, Exennt, 

SCENA g. 
Pater Bellafronte with « Lute, pen, inks andpaper 
bein? placde before ber, 


yINg, 
He Conrtiers flattring lewels, 
(T empration: onely fewels) 
The Lawyeriill-got monyes, 
T bat ſucke vp poore Bees Honyes: 
T be Citizens ſonne*; ryot, 
The ;allent coſtly dyet : 
Silks and Veluets,Pearles and Amber, 
Shall not dravy me to their Chambers, 
Silks and Veluets, orc . 
Oh, tizin vayneto write! it will berg a 
Inke on this paper would ha bue preſented 
The foul: blacke ſpots that ſticke vpon my ſoule, 
And rather make me lothſomer, then wroughc 
My loues impreſſion in Hipelitees thought, 


Shee 
writ es, 


* No, I muſt turne the chaſte leaues of my breſt, 


And pick out ſomeſyect meanesto breed my ret. 
Hipalite, belecue me 1 will be 
Astrueyato thy heart, as thy heart to thee) And 
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And hateall men,their gifts and company, 
Enter Mathe?,Cafiruchio, Fluels,Fioratto, 

Mat, You,goody Punck, ſubaudi Cockatrice, O yares 
ſweet whore of yo'1r pro nile, are you not think you t how 
wel you came to ſupper tovs laft night: mew, a whore & 
breake her word! niy you may bluſh, & hold do wne your 
head at it wel ynough: Sfoot,askethele gallants if we ſtaid 
not eill we were as hungry as Seriants, 

Flu, 1,and their Yeoman too, 

Caft Nay fayth Acquaimtance, let me tell yougyou forgit 
your {elte roo much; wehad excellet cheere, rare vintage, 
and were drunke atter ſupper. | 

Pizr. And when wee were in our Woodcocks'l yerre 
Rogue) a brace of Gulles,4welling here in the City, came 
in & payd allthe ſhot, 21ae. Pox on her, let her alcne, 

Eel, O, 1 pray doe, if you be Gentlemen : 

I pray depart the houſe; beſhrew the dore 
For being fo caſily entreated ; fayth, 

I lert bur little eare vnato your talke, 

My wind was bufied otherwiſe introth, 
Anglo your words did varegarded paſle ; 
Let this ſuffice, I am not as | was. 

Flu, | an not what] was! n» Ile be ſyorne thou art not: 
for thou wer honeſt at five, & now thiart a Puncke at fif- 
ecene: thou wert yeſterday a ſimple'whore, and now tivart 
acunving Conny=catching Biggageto day, 

Bel. Ileſay Ie worſe, I pray fortake me then, 
I doe defire you leaue me, Gentlemen, 

And leaue your (clues: O be not what you are, 

{Spendrthrites of foule and body) 

Let me perlyade youto forſake all Harlots, 

Worſcthe the deadlieſt poyſons, they are worſe: 

For o're their ſoules hangs an cternall curſe 

In being ſlaues toſlaues,their labvurs periſh, 

Th'are {cldome bleſt with fruit; for ere it bloſſoms, 

Many a worme confounds it, 

They haue noiſſue but foule vgly ones, 

Thatrun along with them,e*cne to their graucs: 

For ſtead of children, ay breed canke dilcaſcs, 
3 


And 
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And all,vou Gallants, can beſtoiy on them, 
Is that French Infant,which were atts but ſpeaks? 
VW lat ſhallow ſonne & heire then, fooliſh gallar, 
Would waſte all his inheritance,to purchaſe 
A fil:ly loathd diſcaſe 7 and pawne his body 
To adrycuill: that vſuric's worſt of all, 
When ti'1ntereit will eate out the principall, 
2at,Stoorsſhe guls em the beſt : rhis is alwaics 
her faſhion, when the would be rid of any com- 
pany that ſhe cares notfor,toinioy mine alone, | 
Flu, Whats here? inftruftions, Admonitions,and Cayes 
ats? come out,you {cabberd of vengeance, 
Mat, Flaello,ipurne your hounds when they fyſte, you 
ſhall not ſpurne ny Punk, I can tell you my bloud 15 vext, 
Flus Pox a your bloud : make ttaquarrell, 
Afar, Y'area Slaue, will that ferueturne? 
Onn,Sbloud, hold, hold, 
Caſt,Matheo,F luetioytor ihame put vp, 
el at,Spurne wy lweet V arice! 
Pel, O how many thus 
Mou'd with a little tolly,haue let our 
Their fovles in Broth ell houſes,fell downe and dyed 
luſt at thcir Harlots foot, as 'twere 1n pride, 
Flu, Maikeo, we ilallmect,. 
Mat, I, I, ary where, ſauingat Churcl: pray take heed 
wemeet net there, 
Flu, Agcue, Damnation, 
Caf}, Cockatrice, farewell, 
Pj, There's mcre deceit in women,then in hel, Exexne, 
Mat, Ha,h:,thou doeſt gull em fo rarely,lo naturally: if 
I &:d ror thank thou hadtt bin in earncit : thouartalvect 
Rogue ior ifayth, 
Bel, Why orenctycu geneto, Signior Zathes ? 
I pray Cepert my I:cule : youmeybelecuemes 
In troth Lhave no part ot Hatlot un me, 
Mat, How's thus ? 
Bel, Indeed Iloue you not: but hate _ worle . 
Tien any man, becaule you were the ful 
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Gau? money for my ſoule; you brakethe Ice, 
W hich after turn4 a puddle: 1 was led 

By your temptation £3 be miſerable 2 

I os ſeexe our ſome otherthat will Fall, 

Or rather (I pray ){eeke out none at all, 

Mat. lit paſliblegto beinpofsible, an honeſt whore! I 
have heard many honeſt weaches turac Scru npets with 
a wet finger; but tor a Harlotto curne honeſt,ts one of Here 
cies l;bours; It was more cafie forhim in one nizht to 
make fifty queanes, thento make one of them honeit a= 
genin fifty yeeres 2 come,T hopethou doalt bur ieft, 

Bel, Tis time to leaue off ieſting,l hadalmot 
Teited away Saluation: I thall loue you, 

If you will ſoone forlake me, 
Kat, God buy thee, 
Bel. Oh,temprt no more wome:ſhuntheir weighty curſe, 
Womnen(at beſt)are bad, make them not wore, 
You gladly ſceke our ſexes overthrow: 
But nutto rayſe our ſtates for all your wrongs, 
Will you vouchlafe me but duerecompence, 
To marry with me © 

Mas. How, marry with a Punck, a Cockatrice, a Har- 
lot? mary toh,lle be burat choro:y the nole ficit. 

Bel, Why lattheſe are your othes: you loue to yndo ys, 
Toput heauen from vs, whilſt our bett hours walte: 
Youloue to make vslewd, but ncuer chaſte, 

Mat, Ile heare no more of this; tius ground vpon, 
Tlrart damn'd for aleringthy Religion, Exh 

Bel, Thy lult and fjo ſpeake fo much: go thou my rutney 
The firſt fall my foule tookey by my cxarmpice 
I hope tew maydens now will put their heads 
Vander mens girdeis: who leatt c:ults,is moſt wiſe: 

Mens othesdo cait a miſt before our cycs, 
My beſt of wit be ready : nozw | goe, 
By tome deuiceto greet Fypoiito, 
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SCENA 10, 
Enter 4 ſerwant ſetting out a T able,on which be places 
a [call,a pifture, a books and 4T aper, 

Ser, Sozthis is Monday morning,and now mult [ to my 
huſwifry: would I had bincreated a Shoomaker;for allthe 
gcntlecraft are gentlemen euery Monday by their Copy, 
& ſcorne (rien) ro worke one true ſtitch, My M, meanes 
ſuretoturne me into a ſtudent; for bere's my booke, here 
my deskegkere my light; this my cloſe chamber,and heere 
my Punck: lo that this Gull droazy fiſt day of the weeks, 
makes we halfe a Piicft, halfe a Chandler, halfe a payntery 
balfe a Sexton,I & haltea Bawd:for (allthis day) my of fice 
is todorot hing but keep the dore, I oproueit,looke you, 
\ this gooe-lace & yondergentleman ({o ſocne as cucr my 
\back's tured) uilbe naught together, Enter Hypolto, 

Hip, Are all the vindowes ſhve? Ser. Cloſe [.r,as the fiſt 

of a Corrtier that hath Rood inthree raignes, 
Hip, T lou art a faythfull feruant, and obferu'it 
The Calender, both of my folewre yowes, 
And ceremonious ſorrow : Get thee gone, 
I charge thee on thy life, lex northe ſound 
Of any womans voyce pierce throughthat dore, 
Ser, If they do,wy Lord, Ile peatce ſome ot them, 
What wull your Lordſhip haue to breakfaſt © | 
Hip. Sighs, Ser, What to dinner? Hip, Teares, 
Ser, The one of them, my Lord, will fill youtoo full of 
wind,the other wet you too nruch, Vhat to ſupper? 

Hip. That which (now) thou canſt not get me, the gon 
ſtancy of a woman, 

Ser. Indeed thats harder to come by then euer was 
Oſtend. 

Hip. Prythee away; | 

Ser, lle make away my ſelfe preſently, which few Ser» 
uancs will doe for their Lords ; but rather helpeto make 
themaway; Nowto my dore-kceping, I hopeto picke 

F. 
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Hath from the cunning workemans peneill lowne; 
Theſe lippeslooke freſh and liuely as her owne, 
Seeming to mooue and ſpeake, Las ! now I ſee, 
The reaſon why fond women loue to 
Adulterate complexion: here 'tisread, 
Falſe conlours laſt after the true be dead. 
Of all the Roles grafted on her cheekes, 
Of all the graces dauncing in her eyes, 
Ofall the Muſick ſet ypon her tongue, 
Of all that was paſt womans excellence, 

In her white boſome,looke ! a painted board, 
Circumſcribes all : Earth cannoblifle affoord, 
Nothing of her, but this ? this cannot ſpeake, 

It has no lap for me toreſt ypon, 

No lip worth tafting : here the wormes will feed, 
As in her coffin : hence then idle Arr, 

True loue's beſt piurde in atrue-loues heart. 
Here art thoudrawne (weet maid, till this be dead, 
So that thou liu't ewice,twice art buried. 

Thou figure of my friend,lye there, Whats here ? 
Perhaps this ſhrewd pate was mine enimies : 

as! [ay it were : I necd not feare him now : 

For all his braves, his contumelious breath, 

His frownes (tho dagger-pointed ) all hiz plot, 
(Tho 'nere ſo miſchieuous) his Italian _ 
His quarrels, and (that common fence) his law, 
See,fce,they're all eaten out; here's not left one ; 
Howcleane they're pickt away ! to the bare bone ! 
How mad are mortals then to reare great names 
On tops of ſwelling houſes ? or to weare out 
Their fingers ends(in durrt,)to ſcrape vp gould! 
Not caring ſo(that Compee-berhhheback 
Be hung with gawdy trappings,with what courſe, 
Yearags moſ? begger! y,they cloath the ſoule : 
Yet(after all) ther Gay-ne-lookes thus foule. 
What fooles are men to build a gariſhtombe, 
Qnely to ſaue the carcaſſe whilſt it rors, 
To maintcin't long in — good carion, 
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Butleaue no good deeds to preſerue them ſound, 

For good deedes keepe mn ſweet, long aboue ground, 
And mutft all come tothis ; fooles ; wiſe, all hecher, 
Muſtali heads thus atlaſt be laid together ; 

Draw me my piQure then,thou graue neate workeman, 
Afcer this "1 {nya like this 3 theſe coulours 

In tim: kiffing but ayre,will be kiſt off, 

But heresa fellow ; that which he layes on, 

Till doomes day,alters not complexion, 

Deathsche beſt Painter then - They that draw ſhapes, 
Andliue by wicked faces,arc but Gods Apes, 

They come but neere the life,and there they Ray, 

This fellow drawes life to : his Art is fuller, 

The piRures which he nuakes are without coulour, 


Enter his ſernant. 


Ser. Heres a perſon would ſpeake wich you Sir. 
Hip, Hah ! 

Ser. A parſon fic would ſpzake with you. 

Hip. Vicar? 

Ser, Vicar? no (ir, has too good a face to bea Vicar yet,'a 
youth a yery youth, 
Hip, What youth ? of man or woman? lockthe dores, 

Ser. If it be a woman, mary-bones and Potato pies keepe 
me for medling with her,for the thing has got the breeches, 
tis a male-yarlet ſure my Lord , for a womans tayler nere 
meaſurd him. 

Hip. Ler him giue thee his meſſage and be gone. 

Ser. He fayes hees figaior 3fetheos man,'but I know he 
lyes. 


Lo: mon Zephyro lenmivela. 
Ide 
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Cedars are ſhaken,when ſhrubs doe feele no bruize} 
Emter Bellafronte like a Page. 

How ? from Matheo. 

Bell. Yes my Lord. 

Hip, Art ficx ? 

Zell. Notall in health my Lord, 4 

Hip. Keepe off. 

Bell, 1 do: 

Hard fate when women are compeld to wooe, 

Hip. This paper does ſpeake nothing, 

Bell. Yes my Lord, 

Matter of life it ſpeakes,and therefore writ 

In hidden CaraQter; to me iuftrution 

My maiſter giues, And ( lefle yo pleaſe to ftay 

Till you both meet) I can the text diſplay. 

Hip. Doe o : read our. ; 

Bell. Tamalready out : 

Looke on my face,and read the ſtrangefttory ! 
Hip. What villaine,ho ? Enter his ſeruant. 
Ser. Call you my Lord? 

Hip. Thou flaue, thou haſt let in the diuell, 

Ser, Lord bleſſe ys, where ? hees not clouen my Lord that 
Icanſee : beſides the diuell goes more like a Gentleman 
than a Page: good my Lord Boon conragio, 

Fs Thou haſt letin a woman, in mans ſhape, 
And thou art dambd for's. 


Ser. Why then bell's broke looſe. Bindk/ 
aro nes Wat” 
S _ 
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One woman ſerues for mans damnation. 
Beſhrew thee, thou dooſt make me violate, 
T he chaſteſt and moſt fanRimonious vow, 
That cre was entred in the court of heauen: 
I was on meditations ſpottles wings, 
vpon ny iorney thether; like a torme 
Thou bears my ripened cogitations, 
flar to the ground : and like atheife dooſt ſtand, 
To (teale deuorion from the holy land. 
Bel. If woman were thy mother; if thy hart, 
Bee not all Marble, / or ift Matble be) 
Let my teares ſoften it, to pitty me, , 
I doe beſeech thee doc not thus with ſcorne, 
Deſtroy a woman, 
Hip. Woman I beſeech thee, 
Get thee ſome other ſuite, this fits thee not, 
I would not grant it toa kneeling Queene, 
I cannot loue thee, nor I muſt not : Sce, 
The copy of {liat obligation, 
Where my ſoule's bound in heauy penalties. 

Bel.She's dead you told me,ſhele ler fal her ſuite. 

Hip. My vowes to her, fled after her co heauen, 
Were thine eyes cleere as mine,thou might{t behold her, 
Watching vpon yon battlements of ſtarres, 

How I obſerue them :ſhou'd | breake my bond, 
This bord would riue in twaine, theſe wooden lippzs 
Call me moſt periurde villaine, lecit ſuffice, 
T ha ſer thee in the path ; Ii nor a figne, 
T loue thee, when with one ſo moſt moſt deare, 
Ile haue thee fellowes? Allare fellowes there, 

Bel. Be greater then a king, ſauc not a body, 
But from erernall ſhipwracke keepe a ſoule, 
If nor, and that agane, fianes path I tread, 
The griefe be mine, the guilt fall onthyhead, 

Hip. Stay and take Pniſicke torit, read this booke, 
Aske counſe!! >frhis nead whats to be done, 
Hele tits 1 dead chat tis damnation, 
If you turac turke againe,oh doe not” © | 
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The heaven cannot allure youto doe well 

From doing ill let hell fright you : and learne this, 

The ſoule whoſe boſome luſt did never touch, 

Is Gods faire bride, and maidens ſoules are ſuch: 

The foule that leauing chaſticies white ſhore, 

Swims in hot ſenſual! Rreames, is the diuels whore, 

How now : whocomes. Enter his ſermont, 
Ser. Nomore knaues my Lord that weare ſmocks : heres 

a letter from door Benedett; I would not enter h1s man, tho 

he had haires at his mouth,for feare he ſhould be a woman, for 

ſome women haue beardes, mary they are halfe witches, 

$lid you are a ſweete youth ro weare a codpeece,and haue ny 

pinnes to ſticke ypont. | 
Hip. lle meete the doRor,tell him, yet to night 

I cannot : but at motrow riſing Sunne 

I will not faile : go : woman fare thee well. Exeunt, 
Bel. The loweſt fall can be butinto hell, 

Tt does not moue him, I muſt therefore fly, 

From this vndoing Cittie, and with teares, 

Waſh off all anger from my fathers brow, 

He cannot ſure but ioy ſeeing me new borne, 

A woman honeſt firlt and then turne whore, 

Is ( as with me )common to thouſands more, 

But from a ſtrumpet to turne chaſt : that ſound, 

Has oft bin heard,that woman hardly found. Exu. 

11.SCE. Enter Fuſtigo, Crambo and Pol. 

Fuſ. Hold vp your hands gentlemen : heres one,two, three, 
(nay I warrant they are ſound pittols , and without flawes , 1 
had them ( of my ſiſter, and I know ſhe vſes to put nothing 
thats crackt,) three, foure, fue, fixe, ſeuen, eight and nine, b 
this hand bring me bur a piece of his bloud. and you ſhall 
haue 9.more. ile lurke ina tauerne not far off,& prouide ſup- 
per toclole yp the end ofthe Tragedy, the linnen drapers re- 
meber-[tand toot I beſgech you,& play your partes perfeRly. 

Cram. Looke you Signiorgtis not your golde that we way. 
Fuft. Nay ,nay,way it and ſpare not,if it Tacke one graine of 
Ile giue you a buſhell of wheate to makeiryp. . (cone; 
Cram, Bui by your fauour _ » Which of the ſeruants 
| 3 is 
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isit, becauſe wele puniſh iuflly, 

Fauſt. Mary tis the head -man; you ſh:!l taft himby his 
tongue a pretty tall prating felow,with a 7/ca/onian beard, 

Pos T+ſcalonian : very go0d, 

Fuſt. Cods life I was neere ſothrumbd fince I wasa gentle= 
man : my coxcombe was dry beaten as if my hairc had beene 
hemp. (7am. Wele dry beate ſome of them. 

Fuſt. Nay it grew ſo high,that my ſiſter cryed murder our 
very manfully z 1 haue her conſent in a manner to have him 
pepperd;els ile not doot ro win more then ten cheaters do at a 
rifling : breake but his pate or ſo, onely his mazer, becauſe 
ile haue his head in acloarh aſwell as mine, hees alinnen dra- 
per and may take enough. I could enter mine ation of batte= 
ry againſt him,but we may haps be both dead and rotten be» 
fore the lawyers wouldend ic. 

(ram. No more todoe, but inſconce your ſelfe i'th cauerenz 
prouide no great cheare,couple of Capons , ſome Pheſants, 
Plouers, an Oringeado-pieot ſo :but how bloudy ſoere the 
day be, ſally you not forth, 

Fuſt.No,no,nay if I ſtir ſome body ſhal ſinke: ile not budge: 
ile lie like adog in a manger. 

(ram. Well,well,to the tauerne,let not our ſupper be raw 
for you ſhall haue blood enough-your belly full. ph 

Fuſt. Thats all ſo god ſame, thirſt after,bloud for bloud, 
bump for bump, nole for noſe, head for head, plaſter for pla« 
er , and ſo farewell : what ſhal Icall your names becaule ile 
leaue word,if any ſuch come tothe barre. 

(ram, My nameis Corporall {{-ambo. 

Poh. and mine, Lieurenanc Poh, Exeunt. 

(am.Poli, Is as tall a man as euer opened Oyſter; I would 
not be the diuvell romeete Pohb,tarewell, 

Fai, Nor I by thislight,if Poh be ſuch a Poh. Excunts 


Enter ( ondidoes wife gn her ſhop, and the - 


io Prentifes, 


#:fe. Whats a clocke now, 
2 Pren, Tis almoſt 13. 


Wife 
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W, ife, Thats well. 
The Senate will leaue wording preſently: 
But is George ready, 

24 Pre. Yes forſooth, hees furbuſhe: 

Wife. Now as youcuer hope to win my fauour, 
Throw both your duties and reſpeQts on him, 
With the like awe as ifhe were your maiſter, 
Let not your lookes betray it with a ſmile, 
Orieering glaunce to any cuſtomer, 
Keepe atrue Setled countenance,and beware, 
Youlaugh/not whatſoeuer you hearecor ſee, 
- 2+ Prex. 1 warrant you miltris,let vs alone for keeping onr 
countenance:for if T liſt,theres neuer a foole in all X45//a» ſhal 
make me laugh, let him play the foole neuer ſo like an Aſle, 
whether it bethe fat Court foole, or the leane Cittic foole. 

Wife. enough then, call downe George. 
2. Prex. I heare him comming. 
Enter George. 

Y Wife, Be redy with your legs 'thenlet me ce, 
How curtzy would become him:gallanily ! 
Beſhrew my bloud aproper ſeemely man, 
Ofa choice carriage walkes with a good porr, 

Geo. I thanke you miſtris, my back's broad enough, now 
my Maiſters gown's on, 

Wif* Sure I ſhould thinke it were the leaſt of (in, 
To miſtake the maiſter,and tolethim in. 

Geo. T were a good Comedy of errors that yfaith. 

2. Pre. whiſt, whit, my maiſter, 


Enter ( andido, and Exit preſently. 


Wif. You all know your taskes : gods my life , whats that 
hee has got vpon's backe ? who can cell? 
Geo. That can I, bur I will nor. 
Wife, Girt about him like a mad-man : what : has he 
loft his cloake too : this is the maddeR faſhion that cre I 


aw, 
What ſaid he George when he by thee? 
E 5 , Geore 
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Geo.Troth Miftris nothing : not ſo much as a Bee, he did 
not hum : not ſo much as a bawd he did not hem : not fo 
much as a Cuekold he did not ha : neither hum, hem,nor ha, 
onely ſtarde me in the face,paft along,and made haſt ir),as if 
my lookes bad workt with him,to giue him a ſtoole. 

W.. Sure hees vext now, this trick has mou'd his Spleene, 
Hees angred now, becauſe he yttred nothing : 

And wordlefle wrath breakes out more violent, 
May be heele ſtrive for place,when he comes downe, 
But if thou lou'ſt me Gearge,affoord him none, 

Geo. Nay let me alonewo play my maiſters prize,as long a3 
my Miſtrifle warrants me : Ime ſure I haue his beſt clothes 
on,and I ſcorne to giue place to any thatis inferiour in appa- 
cell co me,thats an Axiom,a principle, & is obſeru'd as much 
95 the faſhion ; let that perlwade you then , that Iie ſhoulder 
with him for the ypper hand inthe ſhop, as long as this 
chaine will mainreine it, | 

17;, Spoke with the ſpirit of a Maiſter , tho with the 

tongue of a Prentile. 
Enter Candido /:he 4 Prenti{e. 
\Why how now mad: man ? what in your trickficoates ! 

C:nd. 0) peace good Miſtrifle : 

Enter Crambo and Poli, 
See what youlack , whatiſt you buy ? pure Callicoes, fine 
Hollands, choiſe Cambrickes, neate Lawnes : ſee what you 
buy ? pray come neere,my Maiſter will ſe you well, hee can 
affo-rd you a pennyworrh, 

I .. 1 chat he can,out ofa whole pecce of Lawne yfaith. 

Card. Pray (ee your choile bere Gentlemen, 

}1.O fine foole ? what a madman ? a patient mad-man? 
who ever lard of the Like 7 well fir Ile fit you and your hu- 
mcur preſently: what?croſke. points, ile vntie emall ina trice, 
Te vex you faith : Boy take your cloake,quick,come, Exvr. 

Cand. Be couered George,thischaine, and welted gowne, 
Bare to this coate : then the worlds ypfide downs, 

Geo, Vmh,vmb,hum. 

Cram, Thats the ſhop,and theres the fellow, 

Poli. I vutthe Maiſter 1s wilting in rheres 


Cram: 


THE HONEST WHORE, 
Cram.No matter, weele in, 
P-h.Sbloud doeſt long to lye in Limbo? 
Cram.And Limbo be in hell, care nor. 
(nd, Looke you Gentlemen, your choiſe ; Cam bricks: 
(ramb, No fir, ſonie ſhirtivg. 
Cand. You ſhall. 
Cram.Haue you none of this ſtxip'd Canuas for doublets. 
4 4 (and.Nonettripd fir, bur plaine, 
* 2.Pren,Ichinke there be one peece ſtripd within, 
Geo. Sep ira and fetch nt, hum, hum, hum. | 
Cand, Looke you Gentlemen , Ile make but one ſpred- | 
ding,heres a peece of cloch.fine,yer ſhall weare like Yron,tis b , 
withou: fault,take this vpon my word,tis without (ault, 
(4m Then tis better than you firra, 
(c:nd.l,and a number more. © that each ſoule | 
Were but as ſpo leſſe as this Innocent white, | 
And had as few brakes 1n it, | 
(7m. Twou!d haue ſome then: there was a fray here laſt 
day in ch's ſhop. f 
(an, There was indeed alittle flea-biting. 
Po, AGenitleman had his pate broake, call you that bue *th1 
a fl:1-biting, 4 
(find. He had fo, | ; 
Cram.Lownes doyou and in't H- ftrikes him. 1 
Geo.Sfoot clubs, clubs, prentices,downe with em, ah you 4, 
roagues, ſtrike a Citizen in's ſhop, fi 
({aud.None of you ſtir I pray,forbeare good G-orge, 
{rm 1 beſcech you fir,we miftooke our markes, deliuer 
Ys our weapons, 
G:0.Your head bleeds fir,crie clubes. 1 
(cnd,l ſay you ſhall not,pray be patient, $ 
Giue them their weapons, '* you're bett be gone. | 
* Ite!l you here are boyes more tough then Beares; 
Hence.le3ft more fiſts do walke abou: your cares. '; 
Both, We thanke you fir, Exeunt, > 
{an.Y ou ſhall nor follow them. \ 
Let chem alone pray,this did me no harme, 
Troth I was co NEON Ing ' 
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I thanke em for't : beſides I had decreed 
To haue a yaine prickt,I did meane to bleede, 
Sorhat theres mony ſau'd : they are honeſt men, 
Pray vſe em well, when they appeare agen, 

Geo. Yes fir,weele vie em like hone(t men. 

C.1nd. T well faid George, like honeſt men, tho they be ar 
rant knaues, for chats the phraſe of thecirty ; help to lay yp 
theſe wares 


Enter ( andido's wife, with officers. 


Wife, Yonder he ſtands. 
Of. Wiain a Prentiſe-coate ? 
wif. I,I,mad,mad,pray take heed, 
(rd Aow now? wiatnewes with them? what make they 
with my wife ? officers? is ſhe attachd? looke toyour wares, 
WF. He talkes to himſclfe,oh hees much gone indeed. 
O7. Pray pluck vp a good heart, be not {o tearfull, 
Sirs hearke,weele gather to him by degrees, 
W1,1,1. by degrees I pray : oh me ! what makes he with 
the Lawne in hichand, heele teareall che ware in my ſhop. 
Off Feare not weele catch him ona ſudden, 
171.0 youhad need do {o,pray taxe heed of your warrant 
OF. I warrant miſtcis, .- Now Signior Cz {449 ? 
Card. Now fic,what newes wit you fir ? 
Wi. What newes with you he ſayes : oh hees far gon, 
Off. I pray feare nothing, lets alone with him, 
Signior,you looke not like your ſelfe me thinkes, 
(Scale you a tother (ide)y'are changde,y'are altred. 
(cr4.Changde fir, why true fir, is change ſicange , tisnot 
the faſhion ynleſſe it aſter; Monarkes turne to beggers ; beg- 
gers creepe into the neſts of Princes , Mailters lerue cheis 
prentiles; Ladies their Seruingm=n,men turne to women, 
Off. And women turne to m2n, 
Card. T,and women turne to men, you lay true , ha hay a 
mad world,a mad world, 
Off. Haue we caught you fir? 
(414. Caught ms : well, well : you haue caught;me. 
Wi. Hee laughes in your faces. 


Geo 
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Geo, A reſcue Prentiſes,my maiſter's catch-pold, 

Off. 1 charge you keepe the peace, or hae yourlegs gar- 
tered with Yrons, we haue from the Duke a warrant firong 
enough for what we doe. 

(and. \ pray reſt quiet, I'defire no reſcue, 

Wi. La :he defires no reſcue,las poore heart, 

He ralkes againft himſelfe. 

(and. Well, whats the matter ? 

Off, Looke to that arme, 

Pray make ſure worke double the cord, 

( and. Why, why ? 

Ii. Looke how his head goes! ſhould he get bur looſe, 
Oh twere as much as all our lives were worth. 

Off. Feare not, weele make all ſure for ourowne ſafetie. 

( and. Are you at leiſure now? well,whats the matter ? 
Why do I enter into bonds thus ? ha? 

Off. Becauſe y'are mad pur feare ypon your wife, 

11, Qh1, I went in danger of my life,euery minuee, 

Cand,What ? am I mad ſay you,and I not knowit? 

Of That proues you mad, becauſe you know it not. 

1if. Pray ralke as little to him as youcan, 

You ſec hees too farre ſpent, 
Cand, Bound with ftrong corde 
A Siſters thred yfaith had beene enough, 
Tolcad me any where : Wife doyou long ? 
Youare mad to0,or els you do me wrong. 
Geo. But are you mad indeed Maiſter? 
Can1, My Wife fayes fo, 
And what ſhe fayes George,is all eeth you know : 
And whether now ? ro Bethlem Monaſtery? «= ha | whether ? 

Off. Faith eene tothe mad-mens pound. 

Cand. A Gods name, till I feele my patience ſound, Exe. 

Geo. Come weele ſee whether he goes, if the maifter be 
mad, we are his feruants , and muftfollow his ſteps, weele 
be mad caps too; Farewell miſtrifſe, you ſhall have vs all in 
Bedlam. Exemnt.' \- 

Wi.1thinke,I ha ficted now,you and yourdothes, 

If this moue not his NCR, can, y 
2 & 
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Ile ſweare thenT haue a ſaint,and not a man, Exit, 


13. SCE. 
Enter Dake : Doftor, Fluelio,{ aſtruchio, Pioratto, 


Dk. Giue vs alittle leaue : Noor your newes, 
Doc. I ſent for him my Lord: at laſt he came, 
And did receiue all ſpeech that went from me, 
As gilded pilics made to profong his health : 
My credit with him wrought it : for,ſome men, 
Swailow euen empty hookes,like fooles,thar feate 
No drowning where tis deepeli,caule tis cleare ; 
Inth'end we fat and cate : a health I draake 
To [nfzlices \weete departed ſoule, 
(This traineI knew would take.) 
Dak, Twasexcellent, 
Doc. He fell with ſuch deuotion on his knees, 
To pledge the ſame. 
Ds#&. Fond ſ{uper(titious foole ? | 
Doc. That had he beene inflam'd with zeale of prayer ; 
He could not power't out with more reuerence: 
About my necke he hung.weprt on my checks, 
Kift it,and ſwore,he would adore my lippes, 
Becauſe they brought forth /»{e/ices nam? , 
Dk. Ha,ha,alack;alack. 
Dec. The cup be lifts vphigh,and thus he ſaid, 
Here noble maid : drinkes,and was poiſoned, 
Dk. And dyed? 
Doc, And dyed my Lord, 
D#k . Thou in that word, | 
Haſt peec'd mine aged houres out with more yeares, 
Than thou haſt raken from Hipolito, 
A noble youth he was,bur leſſer branches 
Hindring the greaters growth,mult belont off, 
And feede the fier; DoRtor w'ace now all thine, 
And vſe vs ſo: be bold, | 
Doc, Thankes gracious Lord : 
My honoured Lord ; 
Duke, Hah, : 
I., Og ; Docs 
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Dor. T doe beſeech your orace tob deepe 
This bloucy aRt of ny s "P : 

D#;;, Nay, nay,fcr that, 

DoRor looke you toor : me it ſhill not moue, 
Thei'r curs de that ill doe,not that ill do loue, 

Doc. You throw an angry forehead on my face, 
But be you p!eas'd,backward thus far to looke, 
That for your g20d this euill ! vndertooke, 

Dk, 1,1, we conſterfo: 

Doc. Andonely for yoyr loue, 

Dk. Confelt : tis true, 

Doc, Nor let it tandagainſt meas a bar, 

Tothruſt me from your preſence : nor beleeue 

(As Princes baue quicke thoughts,)thacnow my fingo1 
Being dipt in blood, 1 will nor ſpare the hand, 

But that for gold ( as what can golde not doe?) 

I may be hi'rde to worke the like on you, 

Duk., Which to preuent--, 

Doc, Tis from my hart as far, 

Duk, No matter DoQor,caule ile feareles ſleepe, 

And that you ſhall ſtand cleare of that ſuſpution 

I baniſh thee for ever from my court, 

T his principle is 0'd but rrue as fate, 

Kings may loue treaſon, but the traitor hate, Exit. 

Doc, It ſo? nay then Duke,your ſtale principle 
With one as ffale,the DoRor thus ſhall quit, 

He fals himſelfe that dig anothers pit, 
How now: where 15 he ? will he meete me: 
Emter the Deltors man. 

Doc.man, meete you fir ? he might haue met with three 
fencers in this time and haue received lefſe hurt then by mec- 
ting one DoRor of Phificke:why fir has walkt vnder the old 
Abbey wall yonder this houre , till hees more colde then a 
Citizens country houſe in Jamwere , you may {mell him be- 
hinde fir ; la you : yonder he comes, 


Doc. leaue me. Enter Hipolito. 
Doc.man,lth lurch if you will, Exit, 
Doc. O my molt noble fiiend, 

EE” 0 Hye 
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Could haue inticd me thus, to truſt the Afre, 
Witch my cloſe ſighes, you ſend for m2 : what newes? 


ND2c.Come you mult doffthis blacke : die that pale cheeke, 


Into his owne colour; goe: Attire your ſelfe 
Freſh as a bridegroome, when he mezetes his bride, 
The Duke has done much treaſon tothy loue, 
Tis now reuealed, tis nowtobe reuengde, 
Be mery honord friend, thy Lady liues. 
Hp. What Lady? 
Doc. Infelice, Shees reuiude; 
Reuiude 3 alacke ! death neuer had the hart, 
To take breath from her. 
Hip, Vmh: Ichanke you fir, 
Phiſicke prolongs life,when it cannot ſaue, 
This helpes not my hopes,mine are in their graue: 
You doe ſome wreng to mocke me. 
Doc. By thatloue, 
Which I haue cuer borne you, what I ſpeake 
Is trueth : the maiden liues : that funerall, 
Dukes teares, the mourning, was all counterfer, 
A ſleepy draught cozend the world and you, 
] was his miniſter and then chambred vp, 
To ſtop dilcouery. 
Hip, O trecherous Duke: 
Doc, He cannot hope ſo certainely for bliſſe: 
As he beleeues that I haue poyſond you, 
He woode me too, I yeelded, and confirm'd him, 
In his moſt bloudy thoughts. 
Hip. Avery dew! ! 
Doc. Her did hecloſely coach to Bergamo, 
And thither 
Hip. Will Fride, flood Ber game, 
In the low conntries of blacke hell;ile to her, 
Doc. You ſhall to her,but fot to Bergama, 
How paſſion makes you fly beyond your (elte. 
Much of that weary iourney I'ha eur off, 
For ſhe by letters hath intelligence, 
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Of your ſuppoſed death, her owne interment, 
Andall thoſe plots, which that falſe Duke,(her father ) 
Has wrought againſt you : And ſheele meete you. 

Hip. O when: 

.Doc. Nay ſee : how couetous are your deſires, 
Earely ro morrow morne. 

Hip. O where good father. 

Doc. At Bethlem monaſterie : are you pleaſd now ? 

Hip, Ar Bethlem monaſterie : the place well firs, 
It is the ſcoole where thoſe thar looſe their wits, 
Practiſe againe to get them : Iam ficke 
Of that di(caſe, all loue is lunaticke. 

Doc. Weele fleale away (this night)in ſome diſguiſe, 
Father Anſc/mo, a molt reuerend Frier, 
ExpeQts our comming,before whom weele lay, 
Reaſons ſo ſtrong that he ſhall yeeld,in bands, 
Of holy wedlocke,to tic both your hands. 

Hip, This is ſuch happineſle: 
That to belecue it,tis impoſbble, 

Doc. Letall your ioyes then die in misbelicfe, 
I will reucale no more. 

Hip. O yes good father, 

T am ſo well acquainted with deſpaire, 
I know not how to hope : I belecue all. 

Doc. Weele hence this night,much muſt be done , much 
Bur if the DoRor faile not in his charmes, (faid 
Your Lady ſhall cre morning fill theſe armes. 

Hip. heauenly Phifition: far thy fame ſhall pred, 
That mak'ſt two louers ſpeake when they be dead, 

E xennt. 
(andido 5 wife , and George : Pioratto 
meetes them. (comes, 

Wi. O watch good nat ms which way the Duke 

Geo. Here comes one of the butrer flies, aske him. 

Wi. Pray fir,comes the duke this way. 

Pio. He's vpon comming miſtris, Exit. 

Wi, 1 thanke you firz Geroge are there many madfolkes, 
where thy Maifter lies, 

; H 4 Geor 
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Geo. O yes,of all countries ſome, buc eſpecially mad greekes 
chey ſwarme : troth miſtris, the world is alcered with you, 
you had not wont to ftand thus with a paper humbly com- 
playning : but you're well enough ſeru'd: prouander prickt 
you,as it does many of our Citty-wiues beſides. 

:f,Doſt thinke George we ſhall get him forth, 

Geo. Truly miltris I cannoc tel, ] chinke youle hardly get him 
forth:why us ſtrange ! Sfoot IFhaue known many w- m& that 
haue had mad raſcalsto their husbids, whom they would be- 
labour by all meanes poſſible to keepe em intheir right wits, 
butof a woman ro iong to turne a tame mi into a madman, 
why the diuvell hnimſeltc was never vide fo by his dam. 

1 ;f.How does he talke G-orge ! ha | good George tell me. 

Geo.Why youre beſt go ſee. 

Wif.AlasI am afraid. 

Geo. Afraid ! you had more need be aſhamd : he may ra» 
ther be afraid of you, 

Wif.But George hees not ſtarke mad,is hee? hee does not 
raue,hees not horne-mad George is he? 

Geo, Nay 1 know not that, but he talkes1.k- a Tuſtice of 
peace.of a thouſand matters and.zo 110 purpo'e. 

/if.lte to the monaſtery : 1 ſhall be mad till I inioy him, 
Iſhalbe ſick till. 1 ſee him, yet when 1 doe fee him, I ſhall 
weepe out mine eyes. 

Geo.l ide faine lee a woman weepe out her eyes; thats as 
true,a5 to ſay , a mans cloake burnes ; when it hangs inthe 
water:I know youle weepe miltrifle:but whacr ſaics the pain» 
ted cloth, * 77»5t not a woman when ſhe crivs,) 

For ſheele pump water from her eee 
With a wet finger and 172 fa ter ſhowers, 
Then April when he rates dowae flowers. 

1/if, 1 but George, that painted cloath is worthy to be 
hangd vp for lying,all women haue not teares at will, ynleſle 
they haue good cauſe, 

G-0. | but miftrifſe how eafily will they find a cauſe, and 
as one of our Cheeſe-trenchers ſayes very learnedly: 

As out of Wormwood Bees ſuck Hony, 
A; from poore clients Lawyers firke mony, 
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As Parſley from _arodſted - 

$o tho Ws be here fly, 

If wines will hane it raine,downe then it drier, 
The calme#t husbands make the flormeFft wines, 

Wif. Tame George,but I hadon ſtorming now, 

Geo. Why thats well done , good miſtris throw aſide this 
faſhion of your humor,be not ſo phantaſticall in wearing it, 
ſtorme no more, long no more, .-This longing has made you 
come ſhort of many a good thing that'you might hauc had 
from my Maiſter: Here comest Dute. | 

Enter Duke, Fluello, Pioratto, Sinere. 

Wife. Oh I beſeech you pardon my offence, 
In that I durſt abuſe your Graces warrant, 
Deliucr foorth my husband good my Lord. 

Dake. Who is her husband? 

Flu. Candido my T.ord, Duke. Where is ke? 

Fif. Hees among the lunaticks, 

He waz a man made vp without a gall, | 
Nothing could moue him,nothing could connert - 
His mecke bloud into fury,yet like a menſter, 

I often beate at the mot conſtant rock 

Ofhis vnſhaken patience;and did long 

To vexhim. Dk. Did you ſo ? 

Wife, And for that purpoſe, 

Had warrant from your Grace,to cary him , 
To Berhlem Monaſtery whence they will not free him, 
Without your Graces hand that ſent him in, 

Duke. You haue longd fayre; tis you are madI feare, 
Its fir to fetch him thence,and keepe you there : 

If he be mad, why would you haue him forth ? 

Geo. Aud pleaſe your grace, hees not ſtarke mad, but one- 
ly ralkes ike a youny Gentleman, ſomewhat phantaftically, 
thats all ; theres a thouſand about your court, citty and 
countrie madder then he, _ 

Dk. Prouide a warranr, you ſhall haue our hand. 

Geo, Heres a warrant ready drawne my Lord, 

(4#t.Gerpen & Inck,get pen &inck: Enter (aſtruchio. 

(aft. Where is my Lord the Duke ? 

Duke. How now ? more mad men, 

GET (aft 
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«ft. Thaue ſtrange newes my Lord, 
of Of whar Nf alem FE 

Ca#?, Of Ivfelice,and a mariage. 

Dx. Ha! where? with whom. 

Cast. Hipolito, Gee. Here my Lord, : 

Ds.:Hence with that woman, yoyd the roome. 

Flu. Away, the Duke's yexr, 

Geo. Whoop,come miſtris the Duke's mad too, Exennt. 

Du. Who told me that Hipolito was dead ? 

Cat, He thatcan make any man cead , the DoRor : but 
my Lord,hees as full of life as wilde-fire,and as quick : Hipo- 
lito, the DoQtor , and one more rid hence this cuening.;the 
Jnne at which they light is Bethlem IMonaſtarie : Infeliche 
comes from Bergamo , and meetes them there : Hipolito is 
mad, for he meanes this day to be maryed,the after-noone is 
the houre,and Fries A»/elmo is the knitter, 

Ds. From Bergams ?ilt poſſible? it cannot be, 

It cannot be. 

( a#t.] will not fweare my Lard, 
Bur this intelligence I tooke from one, 
Whole braines workes in the plot. 

Dx. Whats hes (aft. Matheo. 

Flu. Matheoknowes all Pio. Hees Hipolitoes boſome, 

Duke. How farre ſtands Bethlews hence ? | 

Orzn. Six or ſcauen miles. 

Duke: Ifeuen ſo,not mariedtill the afrernoonc you lay'? 
Stay,ftay,lets worke out ſome preuention : how : 

This is moſt ſtrange, can none but mad-men ſerue 
Todrefle their wedding dinner ? All of you, 

Ger preſently to. horſe ; diſguiſe your ſelues 

Like Countrie-Gentlemen, 

Or riding cittizens,or ſo : and take 

Each man a ſcuerall path,but let vs meete, 

At Bethlem Monaſterie,ſome {pace of time 

Being ſpent betweene the arriuall each of other, 
As if we came toſce the Lunaticks. 

To horſc,away,be ſecret on your liues, 

Loue muſt be puniſhe that vniultly thtives, Exewnte 

Fls. Be ſectet on your lives ! Caſtruchio Yu 
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Yeare but a ſcurny Spaniell ; honeſt Lord, 

Good Lady: I isiuft,tis good, 

And lle prevent you,tho I ſwim in bloud. Exit. 

Enter Frier Anſelmo, Hipolito, Matheo, Infeliche. 

Hip. Nay,nay,reſolue good father,ordeny. 

Anſ. You preſſe me to an aR,both full of L 
And full of happineſſe, for I behold. 

Your fathers frownes,his threats,nay perhaps death, 

To him that dare doe this,yet noble Lord, 

Such comfortable beames breake through theſe clowdes, 

By this bleſt mariage,that your honord word 

Being pawnd in my defence)l will tie faſt, 

The holy wedding Knot, Hp. Tuſh feare not the Duke. 
Anſ. O ſonne,wiſely to feare: Isto be free from feare, 
Hip. You haue our words, and you ſhall haue our liues, 

To guardyou ſafe from all enſuing danger. 

Ma.1,l,chop em vp and away, 

Anſ. Stay,when iſt fit for me, ſafeſt for you, 

To enterraine this buſines, 

Hip. Not till the cuening. 

Avrſ, Bet ſo, there is a chappell Rands hard by, 

Vpon the Weſt end ofthe wall, 

Thether conuay your ſelues,and when the ſunne ' 

Hath turnd his back vpon this ypper world, 

Ile mary you, that done, no NI 

Can breake the ſacred bond, yet Lady here you are moſt ſafe, 
Tnfe. Father your lou's moſt deere, 

Mat. I well faidlocke ys into ſome little roome by our 
{clues that we may be mad for an houre or two, 

. O good Hatheono,lets make no noiſe, 

Mat, How ! nonoile ! do youknow where you are: sfoot 
amonſt all the mad-caps in Millar:\o that to throw the houſe 
out at window will be the betrer, 8& no man will fuſpeR thae 
we lurke here to teale mutton : the more ſober we are, the 
more (curuy tis. Andthocthe Friertell ys, that heere we are 
ſafeſt, 1'me not of his minde, for if theſe lay here that had loſt 
NE re gb 
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goes to be married till he be ftarke mad, ; 

Hip. Muffle your ſelues yonders Fluello, _ Enter Fluelto, 

Aa, Lounds ! 

Flr, O my Lord theſe cloakes are not for this raine , the 
tempeſt is too great :I come ſweating to tell you of it, that 
you may ge* out of it, | 

Mat. Why whats the matter, 

Flu. Whats the matter ! you haue matterd it faire : the 

Onm.The Duke? (Duk's at hand, 

Fl. The very Duke. 

Hip. Then all our plots are turnd ypon our heads and we 
are blown vp with our own vnderminings.Sfoot how comes 
he, wha: villaine durſt betray our being here. 

Flu: ( aſtruchio; ( aſtruchiotolde the Duke, and Mathes 
here told (Peftruthio. : | 

Hip. Would you betray meto {baſtruchio, 

AM Stoot he dambd himſelfe to the pit of hell jf he ſpake 
Hip.So did you ſweateto me,ſo were you dambd,(ont agen, 

Aut Pox onem , & there be no faith in men, if a man ſhall 
not belceue oathes : he tooke bread and falr by this light,that 
he would neuerapen his lips. - Hip. Ob God,oh Gad. 
An, Sonne be nor deſperate have patience;you ſkial trip your 
enemy downe,by his owne ſlights, how far is the Duke hece, 

Fla. Hes but new {et our : Caſtruchio,Pioratto and Sinezs 
come along withrhim : you haue time enough yer ro preucnt 
them if you haue þut courage. © $0.52 1:60) 

Aaſ.Y ou ſhall teale (ecrerly into the Chappell 1. 

And preſently be maried; if the duke . | PF... 
Abide here (till, ſpite of ten thouſand eyes, 
Youſhall icape hence like Friers. 

+ Hkp-O wieftdilpuiide: © happy man. ', _. 

An\.alke-notot happineſle yl —_—_— hand, : 
Haue her butt? forhead, like the lock of rrme, "ene 
Bee ner coo flow,nor haſty,now you clime, 

Vptothe towre of bliſle,onely be waty 


And patient, thats all;if you like-my plot: 1! 1 2 rf, | 
Buid avd diſpareb, if nor tatewekghea nat on 3 
Hips OY es,ve. doe applaud jt; weeie difputey|: 14.) - + 
No longect, bus will hence and cxecuiee!, 4310355001 (9210 $3 
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Fluelloyoule Ray here, let vs be gon, 
The ground that fraighted louers tread ypon, 
Is ſtuke with thornes. 
Anſ, Come then, away : tis meete, 
Toeſcape thoſe thornes,to put on winged feete, FX xewntg 
Hat. No words I pray Flaells,for it tands ys y pon, 
Fl. Oh fir,let that be yourleſſon, 
Alas poore louers, on what hopes and feares, 
Men toſſe themſelyes for women. when ſhees got 
The beſt has in her that which pleaſeth nor. 
Enter to Fluello, the Duke , ( aſtruchio, Pioratto aud 
Smezs from ſenerall dores muffled, 
Dwk. whoſe there! (aft. My Lord. 
Dwh. Peace, ſend that Lord away, 
A Lordſhip will ſpoile all.lets be all fellowes. 
Whats he, 
(aſt. Fluello, or els Sinezs by his little legs. 
Omn. All fr.ends, all friends, 
D#uk, What ! met yponthe very point of time, 
Ts this the place. Pio, This is the place my Lord, 
Dake. Dreame you on Lordſhps! come no more Lordes: 
You haue not ſcene theſe louers yet, ' (pray 
Omn , Nat yet. 
Duk, (aſftruchioart thou ſure this wedding feate, 
Is not till afternoone ? | : 
_ (aftr. Sotis given out tny Lord. 
Dk, Nay,nay tis like,thecues muſt obſerue their houres, 
Louers watch minuts like Aſtronomers, 
How ſhall the Intern houres by vs be ſpent, 
Fla. Lets all goe ſee the madmen. 
Omn, Mas content, * "Enter Towne like a ſweeper, 
Dxk. Oh here comes one,queſtion him,queſtion him, 
Flu, How now honeſ? fellow doft thou belong to the houle, 
Tow, yes forſooth,] am one of the implements; | ſwepe the 
madmens roomes, and fetch ſtraw forem, and buy chaines 
to tic em,androds to whipem, I was a mad wag my ielfe here 
oiice , but I thanke father  A/e/mhe laſhe me unto my right 
Duk, Anſelmo is the Frier mult marty chem, (miade agen. 
Queſtion him where he is, + © 
_— 13 Coft.. 


Caff, And where is father An/e/monow? 
Tow. Mary hees gon but eene now. 
Dwk. T,well done,tell me,whether is he gone? 

Tow, Why to Goda mighty: 

Flu, Ha,ha,this fellow is a foole,talkes idlelie. 

Pio. Sirra are all the mad folkes in 1s brought hither ? 

Tow, How all,theresa wiſe queſtion indeede : why if al the 
mad fojkes in Mifanſhould come hither,there would not be 
left ten men in the Citry. 

Duk, Few gentlemenor Cowtiers here,ha, 

Tow. Oh yes? abundance, aboundance,lands no ſooner fall 
into their hands,bur fraight they runne our a their wits : Ci- 
tiz&s ſons & heires are free of the houſe by their fathers copy: 
Farmers ſons come hither like geeſe (in flocks) & when they 
ha ſould all their corne fields,here they fit & picke the ſtraws. 


* Sin. Me thinks you ſhould haue women here aſwel as men. 


Tow.Oh,I: aplague onem,theres no ho with them,they are 
madder then match haires. 

Flu. Arethere no lawyers here amongſt you? 

Tow. Oh no,not one: neuer any lawyer , we dare not let a 
lawyer come in, for heele make em mad fafter than we can 
recouer em, 

Due And how long iſter'e yourecouer any of theſe. 

Tow, Why according to the quantitie of the Moone thats 
got incoem, an Aldermans ſonne will be mad a great while, 
avery great while , eſpecially if his friends left him well, a 
whore will hardly come co her wits agen: a puritane ther's ho 
hope of him,vnleſſe he maypull downe the ſteeple and hang 
himſclfe it'h bell-ropes. ph 

Flu, I perceive all ſorts of fiſh come to your net. | 

Tow. Yes intruth,we haue blockes for all heads, we haue 
good ſtore of wilde oates here : forthe Courtier is. mad at 
the Cittizen, the Cictizen is madde atthe, Country men, the 
ſhoomaker is mad at the cabler,the cqbler at the carman, the 
punke is mad that the Marchants wife is no whore, the Mare 
chants wife is mad that the, puncke is ſo commona whore: 
gods ſo,heres father A»/e/mo.pray lay nothing that I tel tales 
Out of the ſchool. dere Exits 

Onn,Godbkile youtather, Sr SED 


THE HONEST WHORE: / 


Anf. Thanke you gentlemen, 
(aft, Pray may we ſee ſome of thoſe wretched Soules, 

Thathere are in your keeping? Av; Yes:you ſhall, 

Bur gentlemen I muſt diſarme you then, 

There are of madmen,as there are of tame, 

All humonrd not alike : we haue here ſome, 

So apiſh and phantaſtike, play with a fether, 

And tho twould greeue a ſoule,to ſee Gods image, 

So blemiſht and defac'd, yer dothey at 

Such anticke and ſuch pretty lunacies, 

That ſpite of ſorrow they will make you ſmile: 

Others agen we haue like hungry Lions, 

Fierce as wilde Buls,vntameable as flies, 

And theſe haue oftentimes from ſtrangers (ides 

Snatcht rapiers ſuddenly,and done much harme, 

Whom if youle ſee, you mult be weaponleſle. 

Oms. With all our harts. 
Avnſ, Here : take theſe weapons in, 

Scand of alittle pray,ſo,ſo,tis well: 

Vleſhew you here a man that was ſometimes, 

A very graue and wealthy Cittizen, 

Has forud a prentifhip to this misfortune, 

Bin here ſeuen yeares,and dwelt in Bergarno. 

Dxke, How fell he from his wits ? 
Anſ, By loſle at Sea : 

Je and afide,queſtion him you alone, 

For ifhe ſpy me,heele not ſpeake « word, 

Vnleſſe hees throughly vext, Diſcowers an old man, 
Flu, Alas poore ſoule, wrapt in a Net. 
Ca#t. Avery old man, Dk, God ſpeed father, 
1.4ad. God ſpeed the plough : thou ſhalt not ſpeed me. 
Pio. We ſee youold man,for all youdaunce in a net. 
1.4ad.True, but thou wilt daunce ina halter,& 1 ſhal not 
Avnſe O,doe not vex him pray, (fcethee,. 
Caft. Are you a Fiſherman father ? 

1. Mad. Nome neither fiſhnor fleſh. 
Flu. What do you with that net then? 
1. Mad. Docſtnor ſee foole ! theres afreſh Salmon in'r:if 


you ſtep one foot furder,youle be ouer ſhoes, for you ſee ime 
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cuer head & ear in the ſalt-water:& if you fal into this whirl» 
poole where I am, y'are drownd : y'are a drownd rat, -- I am 
fiſhing here for five ſhips, but I cannot haue a good draught, 
for my net breakes fill, and breakes, bur Ile breake ſome of 
your necks & I catch you in my clutches. Stay,ftay,ſtay ftay, 
ftay--wheres the wind, wheres the wind, wheres the winde : 
wheres the winde : out you guls, you goole-caps, you 
gudgeon-emers | do you lookt forthe wind in the heauens ? 
ha ha ha ha,no no, looke there, looke there, locke there, the 
winde is alwayes 3t that doore : hearke hoyy ir blowes,poof 
pooff,pooff, Omn, Ha ha ha. 

1.Md, Do you laugh at Gods creatures? do you mock old 
age you roagues ?is this gray beard and head counterfert,that 
you cry ha ha ha? --Sirra, art not thou my eldeſt ſonne ? 

Pior, Y es indeed father. y 

1,44d,Then thart a foole, for my eldeſt ſonne had a polr 
foote,crooked legs,a vergis face, & a peare-coullourd beard ; 
I made him a ſcholler,and he made himſelfe a foole,-- Sirra! 
thou there ? hould out thy hand. D#.My hand, wel, here tis, 

1. Mad, Locks like fooks eoker has he not long gailes, 
and ſhort haite? Flr. Yes monſtrous ſhort haire,and abho« 
minable long nailes. 1.4. Ten-peny vailes are they not ? 

Flu. Yes ten- peny nailes. 

1. ad, Such nailes had my ſecond boy: kneele downe 
theu varlet,and ake thy father b'efſing. -Such railes had my 
m:dlemoſt ſonne and 1 made him a Promoter : & he ſcrapt, 
& (crap:,& ſcrapt,ull he got the divell and-all; bur he ſcrapt 
thus and thus,8 thus,and it went vrder his legs,ull at length 
a company of Kites taking him for carion, ſwept vp all,all,all 
all,all,all,all. -- If you loue your lives, looke +0 your ſelues, 
ſeo,ſee,ſee,ſee, the Turkes gallies are fighting with my ſhips, 
Bownce goes the guns--0001 ! cry the men : romble romble 
poe the waters-- Alas ! there ! tis ſunke--tis iuack : | am vn- 
don,l am vndon, you are the dambd Pirates haue vndove 
me,-- you are bith Lord,you ar-,you are, top em,you are. 

An/.Why how now Syrra,mult { fall to rame you ? 

1./1ad.Tame me ? no: ile be madder than a roalted Cat: 
{ce.ſce,] am burnt with gipowder, theſe are our cloſe fights. 

Anſ, le whip you,if you grow yaruly thus. EY 

1.4{4ds 


THE HONEST WHORE» 
. 1.Adad. Whip me ? out you toad : -whip me? what ſlice 
is this , to whip me becau'e Ime —_— — Alas? 1 ama 


re man: a very poote man ; I am {tarud,and hauc had no 
meate by 1his light , euer fince the great floud, 1am a poore 
man. Arnſ. Well,wellbe quiet and you ſhall haue meate. 
1.Mad. 1,1, pray dofor looke y be my guts : theſe 
are my ribs,-- oo ox. looke _— my ribs,--ſce _ "my 
uts come out--thele arem gmtes, ,oh,oh ! 
6 Anſel. Take bimin yo "INI 
Omn. A very pitious fight, 
Caſt. Father I ſee you haue a buſie charge, | 
Anſ. They muſt be y{de like childrea,pleald with toyes, 
And anon whipt fortheir ynrulineſle : 
le ſhew you now a paire quite different 
From him thats gon; he was all Rog theſe 
Valeſle you vrge em,leldome ſpend their ſpeech, 
Bur haue helrtongueete yon hichermoſt 
Fell from the happy quietneſle of mind, * 
Aboura maiden that he loude, and dyed - : 
He followed herto church, being full of teares, 
And as her body went into the ground, | 
He fell farke mad. That is a maryed man, 
Was iealous of a faire, bur (as ſome ſay ) 
A very vertuous wife,and that ſpoild him. 
2,Mad. All theſe are whoremongers & lay with my wife : 
whore, whore,whore,whote, whore, | 
_ him, 4 
2:Mad.Gaffer ſhoomeker, on my wiucs pumps, 
and then crept meme Ag 2ene lye there, cls 
was her Tailer,-you cutout herlooſe-bodied gowne,and put 
mayard more then Jllowe her,ye there by the ſhomaker: 
6,maifter DoAor ! are you here : you gaue me a ion, 
and then crept into Tine chamber, to fetle by pulſes, 
and you faid, and ſhe (ayd,and her __ ſaid, that they went 
it a ic a pat-pit a pat,-DoQor Ile put you anon into 
Leia ew anal or aloft Jack bbs was her ſchool. 
maiſter,and taught her to play __ the Virginals, and fill 
his lacks leape vp,vp: youprickr her our nocking burbewey 
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THE HONEST JMHORE, 
leflons, but Ile prick you all , -Fidler-DoRar-Tayler-Shoo- 
maker,-Shoomaker-Fidler-Doctor.Tayler- fo !lye with my 
wike,agennow, way | 
Caſtr. See how he notes the other now he ſcedes, 
. 2./ad, Giue me ſame porridge. 
3-474, le gine thee none, 
2./1ad, Giue me ſome porridge, 
3-14, lle not giue thee abit, 
2./1ad. Giue me that flap-dragon. | | 
3.Mad, Ile not giue thee a ſpoonefull ; thou lick, irs.ns 
Dragon tis a Parrat, thatI1 bought for my (weete heart, and 
ile keepe it. 
2.//{ad, Heres an Almond for Parrat. 
3-1ad. Hang thy ſelfe. + 
2./1ad. Heres a roape for Parrat. 
3-444. Eatc ir;for ile eate this, 
8./14d, Tie ſhooteatthee andthow'r giue me none, 
3-444, Wut thou ? 
2./44d,Tle runatile atthee andthow't giue me none, 
3-Mad. Wut thou? doc and thou dar'lt. _ 
2./1ad. Bownce. 
3-/4ad, Ooh! Iam flaine-murder, murder,murder, I am 
flaine,my braines are beaten out, 
Arſ.How now you villaines,bring me whips: ile whip you 
3-44d.lam drad;l amflaine.ring outthe bel, for I am dead, 
Dwuk, How will you db now firra? you ha kild him. | 
2.Mad,lleanſwer'tat Seffions: he was eating of Almond 
Butter, and I longd for't : the child had never bin delivered 
out of my belly,it I had not kiid him, Ile anſwer's at ſefſtons, 
ſomy wife may be,burnt ith hand too, | 


... Anſ,Take emin both : bury him,for heeg dead, . (holes 
- 3-414. lindeed,l am dead, put me I pray mo a good pit 
2.7114, Ile anſwer'c at Seflions, , Excaur. 

- 1 Enter Bellafronte mad, . - 3:2 | 
Argo now tuſwife, whether gad you?, - ::. +1. : Lin 
gal A muting forſoodh, how gdayou gaffar2ihowdoe 
ou gaffer? theresa French curlie for you toes -; |: : 15% ihr 

Flus Tis Zellafronte, opt rae eat ab 
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Pio, Tis the puncke bithLord, ' 
Dk. Father whats ſhe Ipray? 
Arſ. As yet I know not, 
She came but inthis day, talkes led Klety” To, 
And therefore has the freedome of dents 6: 201 1 . 
Bell. Doe not you know me ?tior you'?ior you,rior you? 
Omn. Noindeede, 
Bell. Then you are an Alle , and you are an Aﬀe, and you 
are an Aſſe, for I know you. - 
Anſ.Why,what are they' ect: tell' rike what ethic? 
Bell,The're fiſh-wiues : will youbuy any any gildgeotis;pods 
fanry yonder come Friers , I know them too, how doe you 
Frier? 
Enter Hipolito, Mathae, and bifetichit diguite \ 
in the Habets of Freers( 0 GY 
As. Nay,nay,away,you'tnuft not trouble Priets. | 
The duke is here ſpeake nothing, 
Bell Nay indeed you ſhall not goe: weele ruirat batlibreak 
fiſt, and you __ is hell, 
Mat My puncke'turnd madwhore,as all herfelloiwesures 
Hop. S pee nothing, bue eale hence;when you Fie time, 
Arſe Ve locke you vp if yare ynruly fie 1) 4 08 wn V7 
Bell, fie! mary fo : they ſhall not goe indeeqtil I ha tolde 
em their fortunes, 
Dk, Good Father giue roman Pg, - = 
ell. 1 pray, good father,and Ile my blefling, 
Arſe Wl tiCnbe brick burif = ae chus ouly, © : 
Ne haue you lockt'vp faſt, 
Pies. come,to their fortunes, 
Bell, Let me ſee 1.2,3,and 4. ile begin with the little Fri- 
er fiſt , heres afine hand indeed, I never ſaw Frier hauefuch 
a dainty hand : heres a hand fora Lady , heres your fortune, 
Youloue a Frier better then a Nun, 
Yet long youle love no Frier,nor no Friers fone, 
Bow alictle,the line of life is our, yet! me afraid, 
For all your holy,youle not die a maide,God on loys * 
Now to you Frier 7 »cke. 
Mat, Godiend me goodlucke. 
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You are a falſe knaue, and ſhees a Tew, 


THRHONEST WHORE: 


Z-1. Youloue one, and one lowes you, 


Here is a Diall chat falſe ever goes. 
Mat. Oyour wit drops, ' 

Bel, Troth ſo does your nolc nay lets ſhake hands with you 
Bavepes, heres a fine hand, - - (too: 
So be vom 1 el | 

: ood cheere, 
Heres a free table, but a D__ breaſt, 
For-youle arue thoſe that loue you beſt. 
Yet you haue good forcune, for if I am no [yar, 
Then _ no Frier,nor you,nor you no Friero a5/coners 
Haha haha, 


theme 

Dk, Are holy habics cloakes for yillanic? ; 
Draw all ygur weapans, * 

Hip. doe, drawall your weapons. 

Duk, Where are your weapons, draw. 

Omm, The Frier has guld vs of em, 

Mat, O rate tricke : 
You O_o = mad point of m9 rene GS 

s ſpleene 80 hie? againſt what boſorne, 

Wk yer vom on draw ? hers! tis your daughters: 
Mine ! cis your ſonnes. 

Dak: _ 

Mat. Sonne,by yonder Sunne, 

Hips Soya {wer blould here,but tis your owneg 
To ſpill your owne bloud were damnation, 
Lay fmooth that wrinckled brow,and 1 will throw 
My ſelfe beneath your feete, | 
Letitbe rugged (till and flinted ore, 
Waat can come forth bu ſparkles,that will burne, 
Your ſelfe and vs ? Shees mine; my claymes moſt goed, 
Shees mine by marriage,thoſhees yours by bloud, = 
I hauc a hand deare Loid, deepe in this aR, 
For I forcfaw this ſorme, yet willingly 
Putfourth to meete it? Oft haue 1 ſeene a father 
Waſhing the wounds of his deare ſonne in teares, _ 
A ſonne tzocuſe the {ward har Rrucke his father, 


THE HONEST: WHORE. 
Both ſlaine ich quarrell of your familes, 
Thoſe ſcars are now tane off: AndIbeſcech you, 
Tofſealec our pardon, all was to this end 
Toturne the ancient hates of your two houles 
To freſh greene fnendſhip,that your Louzs might looke: 
Like the ſprings forehead,comfortably (weere, 
And your yext ſoules in peaceful! ynion mecte, 
Their bloud will now be yours,yours will be theirs, 
And happineſle ſhall crowne your filuer haires, 

Flu, Youlce my Lord theres now no remedy» 

Omn. Beſcech your Lordſhip, 

Dwk, You beſcech faire,you haue me in place fit 
To bridle me, riſe Frier.you may be glad 
You can make madmen tame,and tame inen mad, 

Since fate hath conquered, 1 muſt reſt content, 
To ftrive now would but ad new puniſhment: -\ 
I yeeld ynto your happineſſe, be bleſt, 
Our families ſhall henceforth breath in reſt. 
Omm. O happy change, 
D#k, Y ours now is my conſent, 
I throw vpon your ioyes my full conſent. 

Zell, Am not a good girle,for finding the Frier inthe wel? 
gods ſoyou arc a braue man: will not you buy me ſome Su- 
ger plums becauſe Iam ſo good a fortune teller. 

Dk. Would thou hadſt wit thou pretty ſoule to ake, 

As I haue will co giue. 

Bell. Pretty ſoule,a prety ſoule is better than a prety body: 
do not you know my prety ſoule? Iknow you :Is not your 
name Mathes, 

Mat, Yes lamb. ; 

Zell: Baa,Jamb ! there youlic fer I am mun on; looke fine 
man,he was mad for me once, and I was mad for him ones, 
and he was madde for her once , and were you never mad ? 
yes I warrant;] had a fine iewell once, a very fine iewell 
and that naughty man ſtoale it away from me , a very fine 
iewell, 

Dk, What icwell pretty maide. 
| Bell. Maide nay thats a lie,O twas a very rich ieyell, calde | 
a K 3 a ma1- 
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THE HONEST WHORE: 
2 Maidenhead,and had riot you it leerer, 


Mat, Out you mad Aﬀſe away. FIY 
Dx, Had he thy Maiden-head ? he ſhall make thee 2- 
mends,and marry thee. 


Bell. Shall he ? 6 braue Arthur of Bradly then 2 

Dk, And if he beare the minde ofa Gentleman, 

I know he will, | 

Car, I thinke I rifled her of ſome ſuch palery Tewell, 

 D#k. Did you? then mary her,you ſee the wrong 
Hasled her ſpirits intoa lunacie, 

Mar, How, marry her my Lord ? sfoot marry a mad-wo. 
man: ler a man get the tameſt wife he can come by,ſheelebe 
mad enough afterward,doe what he can. 

Dk, Nay then, father Anſc/mo here ſhall do his beft,  . 
To bring herto her wits,and will you then ? 145. 

at, | cannottell,l __— & y 

Dk. Nay then law ſhall compell : f tell you Gr, | 
So much her hard fate moues me ; you ſhould not breath 
Vnder this ayre, valeſſe you marryed ber. (ile mary her, 

at, Well then,whenher wits ſtand intheirright place, 

Bell. Ithanke your grace,t,Hatheo thou art mine, / - © *; . 
] am not mad,but pur on this diſguiſe, vareres. 
Onely for you my Lord,for youcan tell 
Much wonder of me,but you are gon : farewell, 
CMHatheo thou did(t firR turne my ſoule black, 
Now make it white agen,I doe proteſt, pdt 
Ime pure as fire now,chaſto as Cynrhias breſt, 

Hip. 1 durſt be (worne lather ſhe's indeed. 

Cat. Cony-catcht,guld,muſtI faile in yourflie-boate, 
Becauſe I helpt to reare your maine-maſt fiſt; - , 

Plague found you fort, - tis well, , Eq 
Theuckolds ftampe goescurrant jnall Nations, 
Some men have hornes giuen them at their creations, 
IfIbe one of thoſe,why ſo: its better 

To take a common wench,and make her good, 

Than one that fimpers,and at firſt, will ſcarſe 

Be tempted forth ouer the'threſhold done, 


Yet in one ſcnnight,zounds,urncs atramt whore, / 
- ; Come 
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FAME T687 | 
Come wench,thou ſhale urge aq thy gols, . 
Weele talke of legges hereafter : ſee my Lord, 
God giue vs ioy. | Ht] 
On, God giue you ioy, TALEPTOY 
Enter Candidoer wife and Georges: - 7 
Geo, Come miftris we are in Bedlam now,mas and ſee,we 
come in pudding-time, for hezes the Duke. ; 
mWif, My dead good my Lord. , _ 
Dak, Haue ws husbaod? -'. - C: | RY 
Ca#.1rs Candide my Lord, be's here. among the lumaticks: 
father A»/c/mo, pray fetch bum forth + this mad-woman 1s: 
his wife, and tho ſhee, were not with child , yer did ſhe long 
moſt ſpitefuily to haue her husband mad, and becauſe ſhee 
would be ſure, he ſhould tagne Jew, the placde him, here in- 
Bethlem,youder he comes» .--  - I 
Enter ( andido wth Anſe{me. | | 
Dake, Come hither Signior--Are you mad, 
(1d. Y ou are not mad, 
Duke. Why I know that» | 
({and.Then may you know, am not mad,that know 
You are not mad,and that you are the'duke : 
None is mad here but one-- How do you wife : 
What do you long for now ?--pardon my Lord, 
Shee had loſt her childes noſe els: 1 gidcut our 
Penniworths of Lawne,the Lawne wax yet mine owne : 
A carpet was yet my gowne.yet rwas mine OWne; - 
1 wore my mans coate.yet the cloath mine owne, 
Had a crackt crowne;the crowne, was yet mine owne, 
She fayes for this Inze mad, were ber,words true, 
I ſhould be mad indeed,--, of 


Such heauy waight,chat you ſhould it, 
(C nd. Loach it, ”" 
K 4 Dnke. 
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THE HONEST WHONZS. 


Dal, For he whole breft is tender bloud ſocoole, 
That no wrongs heate it,is a patient foole, 


What comfort do you finde in being ſocalme. (batme, 


Cand. That which wounds recciue fr6 ſoucraigne 
Patience my Lord; why tisthe ſoule of peace; + 
Of all the venues tis neerſt kin to heauen. 

Ir makes men lovuke like Gods; the beſt of men 

by rent wore INI ſufferer, 

A ſoft,mee 
oh ya ay es os ſpire, 

The ſtock of Patience then carmot be poore 

Al edefires char whae Monarch more 

Tris to 

NE nntngs 

And ſo chaines vp,la and Wwangts tongues. 

Tis the alonerrlibe 

His wal nd Ohinds; *isthe Maves freedome, 
And makes him ſeeme prowd of each yron chaine, 
As tho he wore it more for fate then paine : 

It is the beggers Mukck;andthus fingy? ' | 
Although t ir bodies beg,their ſoules'are kings : 

O mydreadliege !Ieisthe fap ofblife, 
Reares vs aloft; makes men and An - 4% 

A aſt of all) toendahouſhould fr 

Itis che  apiſh wiſe. 

Dwke. In _—_— 
he's mad, whoſe words march in ſo good aray?*/- 
Tere fine all wornein hould fach hutbands hate. 

For every man muſt then be his wines ſlave, 

Come therefore owuſhallteach our court to ſhine, 

So calme a ſpirits worth a g ed 

Wiues themlong, 


Cob micke 
InBedlam neſt they dwell,cls dwell they "ay nag, 


FINIS. 
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